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Preface 


_ making a second collection of masterpieces of paint- 

ings that have given pleasure and afforded inspiration 
to many generations of mankind, I have endeavoured to 
represent several great painters who did not appear in my 
former volume, of which this is, in some measure, a con- 
tinuation. Crivelli, Luini, Giorgione, Moroni, Landseer, 
Mantegna and Perugino are among those who were left out 
of Great Pictures for lack of space. Even now, looking at 
the two volumes together, many favourite pictures will be 
missed; but it must be remembered how impossible it is to 
include within the limits of two small books every work 
that justly holds a firm place in the affections of all who 
love and reverence great art. 

The pictures in this series are not only paintings with 
great reputations, but each one is a painting of the very 
first rank. Many of them have peculiar charms of origi- 
nality ; for instance, Carpaccio’s Due Cortigiane Veneziane, 
which Ruskin considers one of the best pictures in the 
world, is unique, and it is perhaps, one of the earliest 
paintings in which animals and human figures apparently 
receive the same enthusiastic attention from the artist. 
Crivelli’s Annunciation, conceived in the style of the paint- 
ings in the illuminated medieval MSS. is another work an 
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delights the eye and mind; Luini’s Columbine is an en- 
chantress, who, like da Vinci’s Mona Lisa, holds, by the 
power of her strange smile, all those who study her; and 
Veronese’s Rape of Europa belongs also to the list of works 
that captivate the fancy forever by means of their beauty, 
sumptuousness and subtle charm. 

A great proportion of the pictures in this book are por- 
traits,—and some of them, such as the Doge Loredano, 
Charles I., Innocent X., Cardinal Richelieu, La Bella and Mo- 
roni’s Tailor, are numbered among the most celebrated in the 
world; there are, also, a great many others in this volume, 
like Veronese’s exquisite Saint Helena, Giorgione’s Concert, 
Hals’s Banquet of the Arquebusiers, Reynolds’s Angels’ Heads 
and Rembrandt’s Syndics that are really portraits. Per- 
haps, too, we might include in this class Raphael’s Ma- 
donnas, of which there are several. I need not apologize 
for selecting so many of these works which the whole 
world unites in placing among the greatest productions of 
any age or country. 

It will be interesting to the student to compare them 
with Murillo’s, Correggio’s, and Ribera’s Holy Families. It 
will also be interesting to consider the different treatment 
that Raphael and Carpaccio give the ever popular legend 
of St. George and the Dragon. 

I have generally selected authors who are not only com- 
petent to speak with authority, but who describe interest- 
ingly, the pictures and the artists who made them. 


E. §.% 
New York, Fune, 1902, peel 
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THE HOLY FAMILY (The Pearl) 
(Raphae/) 


F. A. GRUYER 


HE history of art had taught us that the palace of the 
King of Spain contained several pictures by Raphael 
long before events made us acquainted with them. But, 
outside the dominions of His Catholic Majesty, it was diffi- 
cult for one to form an exact idea of the merits of this 
precious collection. Vasari, who mentions the Aadonna 
known as the Fish, and the Bearing of the Cross, takes no 
notice either of the Visitation, or of the Holy Family known 
as the Pearl. The displacement of the five pictures of 
which France was the depository for some time helped to 
bring them into great renown. ‘Taken to Paris in the year 
1813, towards the close of the war, they were there 
received with the admiration and welcome due to their rare 
beauty: we might almost say that there they became the 
objects of a universal worship. 

Restorations recognized as indispensable and carried out 
with the greatest possible care have done away with the 
slightest trace of the changes that Time had wrought : and, 
according to the expression of the reputable judges who 
were entrusted with the task of examining these pictures 


before and after the work, these restorations have assured a 
; : 
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new life for them. Finally, the lines are now reproduced 
by faithful engravers; and by this means the friends of art 
in all countries may join France and Spain in just homage. 

One of these five pictures appears to have been finished 
by Giulio Romano. The authenticity of the others cannot 
be contested. On this point, testimony of every kind 
would contribute to the assistance of criticism, if the hand 
of the printer here were to be denied. They all date from 
the period when, enlightened by study of the antique and 
excited by Michael Angelo’s success, Raphael added to the 
grace and truth that were natural to him, the grandiose 
rendering of art by his learned rival, and caused us to 
admire the style known as his third manner. 

There is no quality fit to honour this great painter that 
is not manifested in these masterpieces in a very eminent 
degree; and there is not one of the chief rules of art that 
cannot be admired here in its happiest application. If we 
direct our attention to the choice of forms, we recognize in 
them the invariable principles of Raphael’s style in that 
love of truth that only aspires to please us by touching our 
emotions; that noble, purified and delicate taste that gives 
equal dignity and grace to everything; that sure tact, that 
appropriates with such perfect propriety the external appear- 
ance of the personages to their rank and moral character, as 
well as to the part they play in the pictorial drama. If we 
study more minutely the relief of the bodies, we find in 
them those learned traits, those graceful contours and those 
forms at once so precise and soft that constitute all.the 


works of this great master such excellent models: for 
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studies. The very truth and richness of the colour, the 
spirit of the touch, and the diversity of the handling have 
almost as much right to our admiration as the beauty of 
the types and the correctness of the drawing. In a word, 
in every part of the work, we recognize the privileged 
being, the sublime painter to whom no kind of perfection 
was foreign so soon as he desired to attain it. 

But in these beautiful works, as in all those by Raphael, 
what most strongly charms the mind, what moves, pene- 
trates, transports and carries away all hearts is that multi- 
tude of elevated or simple ideas, vehement or more: 
frequently tender and sweet affections, which while multi- 
plying themselves in the same picture, and sometimes while 
combining in the expression of the features of the same 
personage, impress upon us the idea of a superhuman and 
veritably divine nature. 

Anciently owned by the dukes of Mantua, the Holy 
Family, known as the Pearl, was included in the numerous 
collection of pictures that the unfortunate Charles I., King 
of England, at the beginning of his reign purchased from 
Charles I. of Gonzaga, who soon afterwards was driven 
from his dominions. On the death of the King of Eng- 
land,' Philip IV., King of Spain, a no less enlightened 


1In 1649, after the death of that unfortunate prince, Don Alonzo de 
Cardenas, Spanish ambassador to Cromwell, bought a large number of 
pictures from the gallery in Whitehall for Philip IV. The Pear! was 
among the number. De los Santos asserts that “a great sum” was paid 
and that Philip IV. immediately had it placed in the sacristy of the 
Escurial, where it always remained. Antonio Conca says that nearly 
43,000 sterling was paid for it. 
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amateur and himself a painter, caused it to be purchased 
with other pictures at the sale of the possessions of that 
prince. 

We are told that when he first saw it, struck with its 
beauty Philip cried: “ That is my pearl!” Thence comes 
that name that has been handed down to us, and which 
while serving to designate a precious monument of art, has 


become its most worthy eulogy. 


The phrase by which Philip expressed the impression — 


produced upon him by this smiling picture does indeed give 


a just idea of the kind of merit that characterizes it and the © 


perfection that distinguishes it. Among all Raphael’s 


works, there is nothing more finished nor more pure. Init 


we see united all the truth, spirit and delicacy that the © 


brush of this master could express. 
The scene is entirely gracious in manner. The little 
St. John, lifting with both hands the shaggy skin that serves 


as his vestment, is presenting some fruit to the Infant Jesus — 
in the kind of basket thus formed. About to take it, Jesus, — 


sitting on his mother’s knees, turns round towards her, 


smiling as if to communicate his joy to her. Mary is sup- 


porting him with her right hand, while her left reaches out — 


and rests upon St. Anne’s shoulder, while at the same time — 


she is looking affectionately at the Forerunner. Anne, on — 
her knees, with one elbow leaning on her daughter’s left ; 
thigh, gives herself up to meditation as she watches the two _ 
children. The cradle stands in front of the Virgin who ; 


rests one foot on each side of it. In this interwoven 


group, Mary, closely united with all she holds most dear, ; 
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at the same time expresses her tenderness towards her son, 
her mother, and her cousin’s son. An ingenious, pictur- 
esque mechanism has thus become a medium of expression 
that is so much the more touching in that it appears to be 
taken direct from nature. Beautiful, gentle and modest, 
the Virgin already belongs as much to Heaven as to earth. 
The varied feelings with which she is animated are im- 
pressed upon her modest face without any confusion. She 
loves St. John; but her affection is not that of a mother; 
ideas of superiority and protection mingle with her tender- 
ness: whilst holding her son with tender solicitude, she 
seems to say to the Forerunner: ‘You are not his 
equal!” 

The character which Raphael has generally given to the 
Infant Jesus is one of the most poetic conceptions of this 
great master. The type is that of aninfant Hercules. The 
extremities, however, are more delicate and the contours 
are finer. In the movements as well as in the features of 
this extraordinary being, we see a superabundance of power 
accompanied by an inexpressible grace. Such is the Divine 
Infant in this picture, and his joy seems to add still more to 
his beauty. I am not ignorant of the fact that a writer 
who has published a very detailed description of the five 
pictures by Raphael that belong to the King of Spain, has 
regarding this one expressed an opinion entirely contrary to 
that which I have adopted. According to him, St. John 
is presenting to the Infant Jesus a chestnut in its burr; 
Jesus has pricked himself with it; and this prick, by awa- 
kening the presentiment of the sufferings on the cross, has 
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cast sadness over the Holy Family. It is impossible for me 
not to remove such a serious error, for the reader otherwise 
would have the right to suppose that I was the one to be 
mistaken. What the writer to whom I refer has taken for 
the spiky covering of a chestnut is nothing more than a 
corner of the camel skin that forms the vestment of St. 
John the Baptist. To raise this sort of tunic, St. John 
takes it in both hands and one part protrudes between the 
thumb and index finger of his right hand. It is this piece 
held between the two fingers which, by its brown tint and 
the hair with which it is covered, presents the appearance 
of a chestnut; but a very slight examination will suffice to 
recognize the real facts. Although the painters have often 
associated the idea of the death of Jesus Christ with the 
image of the Holy Family, we must not attribute this idea 
to them unless it is presented in a very visible manner, since 
it is opposed to the text of the sacred books, wherein it is 
never said that the parents of Jesus Christ had any antici- 
pated knowledge of his Passion. In the picture of La belle 
Jardinitre, we see the little St. John holding a cross made 
of reeds: we must suppose that this instrument was only 
made in childish play. This emblem, although interesting 
to us, has no significance in the eyes of the Virgin. If the 
sight of the cross were to seem to afflict her, then the artist’s 
intention would be at variance with Holy Writ. I do not 
think that Raphael ever fell into this error. Like De la 


Puente, De los Santos saw nothing in this picture beyond a 
joyous subject. 


The care that Raphael took to endow his design with all | 


iationall 


Arts 
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the grandeur and his expression of it with all the energy of 
the idea which he had conceived is manifested in several 
changes which our eyes are surprised to notice, but which 
they nevertheless follow with greedy curiosity, charmed to 
discover to some degree the secret of the method of the 
painter’s talent. The head was originally in profile; it had 
been set three quarters full. The hair has been raised 
above the left temple. It is easy to see that the face has 
gained in beauty by these alterations. Second thoughts are 
also to be seen in the Virgin’s left hand, and the left thigh 
of the Infant Jesus. 

Notwithstanding the choice lines in St. John’s form, he 
is yet far below the Saviour in beauty. The difference 
that distinguishes these two children is the same as in every 
Holy Family by Raphael: one of the two always appears as 
the son of a man and the other as a god. 

The Virgin’s costume exhibits the elegant simplicity that 
Raphael never forgets. The tresses of her hair and the veil 
that falls from her head in waves are adjusted with as much 
grace as dignity. 

The colouring, although slightly darkened by time, still 
preserves a ravishing vigour, skill and harmony. There are 
parts in it that the Venetian schools could never have sur- 
passed. The flesh tints of the Infant Jesus are as brilliant 
as the outlines of his figure are pure, and the movements 
lively and graceful. The delicacy of the brush here is al- 
most prodigious; and this in a master the elevation of whose 
ideas so often distracted him from the minute cares of exe- 
cution. Amid the strongest shadows, all the relief of naz 
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ture forces our admiration. The landscape,.adorned with 
figures, charms the eye with the precision of its details and 
the transparency of its distances; and in the depths of the 
tuined edifice, where St. Joseph is visible, a soft and silvery 
light plays. 

A masterpiece of taste, this picture contains all the kinds 
of perfection proper to the subject; and the most severe 
criticism would find difficulty in discovering any negligences 
in it. The composition, the design, the expression and the 
colour present an almost perfect merit in every part. 


DUE CORTIGIANE VENEZIANE 
(Carpaccio) 


JOHN RUSKIN 


O Carpaccio, whatever he has to represent must be a 

reality; whether a symbol or not, afterwards, is no 
matter, the first condition is that it shall be real. A ser- 
pent, or a bird, may perhaps mean iniquity or purity; but 
primarily, they must have real scales and feathers. But 
with Luini, everything is primarily an idea, and only realized 
so far as to enable you to understand what is meant. When 
St. Stephen stands beside Christ at His scourging, and turns 
to us who look on, asking with unmistakable passion, 
“Was ever sorrow like this sorrow?” Luini does not 
mean that St. Stephen really stood there; but only that the 
thought of the saint who first saw Christ in glory might 
best lead us to the thought of Christ in pain. But when 
Carpaccio paints St. Stephen preaching, he means to make 
us believe that St. Stephen really did preach, and as far as 
he can, to show us exactly how he did it. 

And, lastly, to return to the point at which we left him. 
His own notion of the way things happened may be a very 
curious one, and the more so that it cannot be regulated 
even by himself, but is the result of the singular power he 
has of seeing things in vision as if they were real. So that 
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when, as we have seen, he paints Solomon and the Queen 
of Sheba standing at opposite ends of a wooden bridge over 
a ditch, we are not to suppose the two persons are less real 
to him on that account, though absurd to us; but we are 
to understand that such a vision of them did indeed appear 
to the boy who had passed all his dawning life among 
wooden bridges, over ditches; and had the habit besides of 
spiritualizing, or reading like a vision, whatever he saw with 
eyes either of the body or mind. 

The delight which he had in this faculty of vision, and 


the industry with which he cultivated it, can only be justly — | 


estimated by close examination of the marvellous picture in 
the Correr Museum, representing two Venetian ladies with 
their pets. 

In the last general statement I have made of the rank of 
painters, I named two pictures of John Bellini, the Ma- 
donna of San Zaccaria, and that in the sacristy of the 
Frari, as, so far as my knowledge went, the two best pic- 
tures in the world. In that estimate of them I of course 
considered as one chief element, their solemnity of purpose 
—as another, their unpretending simplicity. Putting aside 
these higher conditions and looking only to perfection of 
execution and essentially artistic power of design, I rank 
this Carpaccio above either of them, and therefore, as in 
these respects, the best picture in the world. I know no 
other which unites every nameable quality of painter’s art 
in so intense a degree—breadth with minuteness, brilliancy 
with quietness, decision with tenderness, colour with light. 
and shade : all that is faithfullest in Holland, fancifullest in. 
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Venice, severest in Florence, naturalest in England. What- 
ever de Hooghe could do in shade, Van Eyck in detail— 
Giorgione in mass—Titian in colour—Berwick and Land- 
seer in animal life, is here at once; and I know no other 
picture in the world which can be compared to it. 

It is in tempera, however, not oil: and I must note in 
passing that many of the qualities which I have been in the 
habit of praising in Tintoret and Carpaccio, as consummate 
achievements in oil-painting, are, as I have found lately, 
either in tempera altogether, or tempera with oil above. 
And I am disposed to think that ultimately tempera will be 
found the proper material for the greater number of most 
delightful subjects. 

The subject, in the present instance, is a simple study of 
animal life in all its phases. I am quite sure that this is the 
meaning of the picture in Carpaccio’s own mind. I sup- 
pose him to have been commissioned to paint the portraits 
of two Venetian ladies—that he did not altogether like his 
models, but yet felt himself bound to do his best for them, 
and contrived to do what perfectly satisfied them and him- 
self too. He has painted their pretty faces and pretty 
shoulders, their pretty dresses and pretty jewels, their pretty 
ways and their pretty playmates—and what would they 
have more? —he himself secretly laughing at them all the 
time, and intending the spectators of the future to laugh 
for ever. 

It may be, however, that I err in supposing the picture a 
portrait commission, It may be simply a study for practice, 
gathering together every kind of thing which he could get . 
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to sit to him quietly, persuading the pretty ladies to sit to 
him in all their finery, and to keep their pets quiet as long 
as they could, while yet he gave value to this new group of 
studies in a certain unity of satire against the vices of 
society in his time. 

Of this satirical purpose there cannot be question for a 
moment, with any one who knows the general tone of the 
painter’s mind, and the traditions among which he had been 
educated. In all the didactic painting of medieval Chris- 
tianity, the faultful luxury of the upper classes was symbol- 
ized by the knight with his falcon, and lady with her pet 
dog, both in splendid dress. This picture is only the 
elaboration of the well-recognized symbol of the lady with 
her pets ; but there are two ladies—mother and daughter, I 
think—and six pets, a big dog, a little dog, a parroquet, a 
peahen, a little boy and a china vase. The younger of the 
women sits serene in her pride, her erect head pale against 
the dark sky—the elder is playing with the two dogs; the 
least, a white terrier, she is teaching to beg, holding him up 
by his fore-paws, with her left hand; in her right is a 
slender riding-whip, which the larger dog has the end of 
in his mouth, and will not let go—his mistress also having 
dropped a letter,’ he puts his paw on that and will not let 
her pick it up, looking out of gentlest eyes in arch watch- 
fulness to see how far it will please her that he should carry 
the jest. Behind him the green parroquet, red-eyed, lifts its 
little claw as if disliking the marble pavement; then be- 
hind the marble balustrade with gilded capitals, the bitd and 

'The painter’s signature is on the supposed letter, : 
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little boy are inlaid with glowing brown and red. Nothing 
of Hunt or Turner can surpass the plume-painting of the 
bird; nor can Holbein surpass the precision, while he can- 
not equal the radiance, of the porcelain and jewelry. . 

To mark the satirical purpose of the whole, a pair of 
ladies’ shoes are put in the corner, (the high-stilted shoe, 
being, in fact, a slipper on the top of a column,) which 
were the grossest and absurdest means of expressing female 
pride in the Fifteenth and following centuries. 

In this picture, then, you may discern at once how Car- 
paccio learned his business as a painter, and to what con- 
summate point he learned it. 


THE ANNUNCIATION 
(Crivelli) 


COSMO MONKHOUSE 


ARLO CRIVELLI is another Venetian artist of 

_ whom we know little but what can be gathered 
from pictures. He is supposed to have been born about | 
1430, and his dated works range from 1468 to 1493. He 
was a Venetian by birth, and from his mode it would ap- | 
pear certain that he studied under Squarcione at Padua, — 
and probably also under the Vivarini at Venice. But he per- _ 
fected a style, and one marked by so many peculiarities that ! 
despite all affinities which may be traced with other masters, 
he stands out clear and distinct by himself. 
In the first place, he is unique as a colourist. He be- 
longs, indeed, to the old mosaic and illumination school of © 
colour, not to the school of great “schemes,” in which the 
masses are blent into one great harmony. “The masses or — 
patches of colour are isolated, and produce a pleasant 
variegation, without fusion. His colour is thin, also, as of | 
a superficial tinting, not affecting the substance. His flesh — 
is hard and opaque, his flowers leathery, his fruit, though : 
finely drawn and beautifully coloured, of a stony texture ; 
and his draperies everything but soft. It is only in hard, 
smooth things like pottery and glass, as in The Madonna in 
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Ecstasy, or of brick and marble, as in The Annunciation, 
that you get the true consistency as well as the true colour. 
Yet his colour is exquisite of its kind, brilliant and trans- 
parent like enamel, and the different tints in themselves are 
lovely and varied. Such reds and greens, and lilacs and 
salmon-pinks, and a hundred other combinations of the pri- 
maries, are scarcely to be matched in the work of any other 
artist. Nor has any one been more skilful in the use of 
gold in connection with colour. Like Antonio Vivarini 
and Pisanello, he used it in relief, even decorating it with 
real stones, as we see in the keys, the mitre, and the or- 
phreys of S. Peter, and the ornaments of §. Catherine. 
This was a remnant of Byzantine practice, and in unskilful 
hands has an unreal effect ; but Crivelli’s modelling was so 
forcible and his colour so carefully adapted, that the passage 
from paint to relief is scarcely perceptible. 

There is scarcely need to call attention to Crivelli’s 
special gift as a designer of decoration. Almost every 
square inch of his canvas attests the inexhaustible richness 
of his invention—an invention fed, no doubt, from the rich 
products of Oriental looms, of which Venice was the 
emporium. ‘The patterns of his stuffs and dresses in the 
eight pictures in the National Gallery, are almost enough 
to set up a modern designer for life; and his sculpturesque 
ornamental reliefs are extraordinary for elegance, spirit, and 
audacity. See, for example, his treatment of elephants’ 
heads and trunks in The Madonna in Ecstasy (No. 906), 
and of dolphins in the great altar-piece (No. 788), and-the= 
boldness with which he has used the crown of a chérub’s 


head as a decorative feature on the base of the throne of 
the same picture. It is to be remarked that the beautiful 


festoons which decorate the base, though adjusted to — 
resemble carved ornament, are meant for real fruit. They — 


are tied with string and fastened with nails. Such ingen- 
ious and abundant fancies, if they do not make the greatest 
art, are full of interest and charm, and render the work of 
Crivelli fascinating in no usual degree, if only for its 
decorative detail. 


A higher order of invention is seen in the design of the 


various mises en scéne,in which his figures are set. Oc- 
casionally, as in The Beato Ferretti (No. 668), we havea 


landscape, but by far the most beautiful at the National 


Gallery—probably the most beautiful that he ever painted 
—is that of The Annunciation (No. 739), in which he shows 
the inside of the Virgin’s Chamber, the outside of her mag- 


nificent house, and a street scene at once realistic and 


Tomantic. Although, perhaps, The Annunciation is ex- 
ceeded by The Madonna, etc., (No. 724), in brilliant purity 
of colour, and some of his single figures have more intensity 


of character, his genius is perhaps more completely repre- — 
sented in this picture than in any other. Here, for once, 
his lively fancy has had its fullest play, and revels in a — 
gorgeousness and elaboration of detail even beyond his : 


wont. Fortunately for him, his imagination was not tram- 


melled, like that of artists of the present day, by questions — 
of historical accuracy or physical possibilities. To him the — 
presence of S. Emidius by the side of the announcing’ angel — 


Suggested no absurdity, and it never occurred to! him that 


5) 
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the neatly finished orifice through which the Holy Dove 
has entered the Virgin’s chamber would present any diffi- 
culty to the most realistic mind. 

Here, for once, also he gives us not only the incident, 
but introduces spectators, as was the custom of the Floren- 
tine School of the same period. Besides the frankly 
anachronistic bishop, there are several figures in the street 
dressed in the Italian costume of Crivelli’s time. One 
noble-looking gentleman, dazzled by the sudden beam of 
light that strikes across the road, raises his hand to his 
brow, the better to investigate the extraordinary phenome- 
non. Still more naive and delightful is the little child who 
timidly peeps from a place of vantage at the mysterious 
occurrence that is taking place over the way. 

Thus we have the whole scene idyllically, even dramat- 
ically, rendered, as though we were present at an exquis- 
itely mounted play. Although in many respects the work 
of Crivelli, by the strained formality of the figures, the 
system of colouration, and the profuse use of gold, still bear 
traces of remote influences, they seldom fail to remind us 
that we are past the middle of the Fifteenth Century, that 
the difficulties of anatomy and perspective have been 
mastered, that a lively interest in nature and human nature 
has sprung up, that technical excellence and artistic beauty 
are sought for their sakes—in a word, that Crivelli was the 
contemporary of Botticelli, Ghirlandajo, and Mantegna. 

Crivelli wrought only for the Church, and appears to 
have spent most of his life at Ascoli, but neither restriction 
of subject and feeling, nor provincial residence, could fetter 
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his genius. There is, indeed, no artist of more striking 
individuality than Carlo Crivelli, no one who had more” 
complete mastery over his means of expression, or attai 4 
more nearly to his ideal. This ideal was not the “ beau- 
ideal” of later art—that is to say, the perfection of physical. | 
beauty—it was an ideal of character, the embodiment of 
‘the essential qualities of his subject. When beauty was ) 
essential, as in the Virgin Mary, or the royal martyr, §.~ 
Catherine of Alexandria, it was sought, but only as one out 
of many attributes. When not essential, as in S. John the 
Baptist or S. Peter, the artist’s whole imagination was” 
devoted to the creation of a form which should be the ex ct j 
expression of the spirit within. In this aim he was 
indeed original, but he achieved it with singular fervout | 
and completeness. In some of his conceptions, as, for 
instance, in those of S. John Baptist and S$. Catherine, his 
imagination indulges in the extravagant and touches he 
grotesque. A refined fantasticism characterizes his wot | 
generally, but it is always not only refined but cohe 4 
It may be said that S. Catherine’s fingers are preternatu 
long, her demeanour affected, her expression a grimace; 


and that there is not a degraded line or a vulgar to : 
throughout. 


I have dwelt so long upon Crivelli, not because he i 
comparable to the greatest artists as a mover of grail 
emotions, or as a master of the noblest form or.colout, 
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neglected in comparison with more transcendent powers, 
and because the National Gallery is the best place in the 
world to study his rare individuality—I may add also, on 
account of the engaging personality which seems to breathe 
through his work. Such sentimental impressions are no 
doubt often rudely shaken by closer knowledge, but they 
are pleasant to indulge, and one cannot help regarding 
Crivelli as a man of knowledge and intellect, of charming 
manners, refined almost to fastidiousness, delighting in all 
things dainty and beautiful, a lover of animals and of his 
kind. If he did not love animals, at least he loved to in- 
troduce them into his pictures. See the peacock and the 
smaller bird in The Annunciation, the Swallow in No. 724, 
and, not least, the ducks in the Beato Ferretti. 

There are, of course, greater painters and greater men 
on the roll of artists, but few who have more marked and 
more varied gifts; many who impress more, but few who 
amuse so much; many of wider range, but few so com- 
plete in themselves. 


THE CONCERT 
(Giorgione) 


WALTER PATER 

















Y no school of painters have the necessary limitatio s 

of the art of painting been so unerringly though ie 
stinctively apprehended, and the essence of what is pictorial 
in a picture so justly conceived, as by the school of Venice; 
and the train of thought suggested in what has been now 
said is, perhaps, a not unfitting introduction to a few pa ges 
about Giorgione, who, though much has been taken by 
recent criticism from what was reputed to be his work, y: t, 
more entirely than any other painter, sums up, in what we 
know of himself and his art, the spirit of the Venetian 
school. 4 
The beginnings of Venetian painting link themselves to 
the last, stiff, half-barbaric splendours of Byzantine deco a 
tion and are but the introduction into the crust of ma le 
_ and gold on the walls of the Duomo of Murano, or of § aint 
Mark’s, of a little more of human expression. Ant 
throughout the course of its later development, always sub- 
ordinate to architectural effect, the work of the Venetia an 
school never escaped from the influence of its beginni gs 
Unassisted, and therefore unperplexed, by naturalism m. 
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ious mysticism, philosophical theories, it had no Giotto, no 
Angelico, no Botticelli. Exempt from the stress of thought 
or sentiment, which taxed so severely the resources of the 
generations of Florentine artists, those earlier Venetian 
painters, down to Carpaccio and the Bellini, seem never for 
a moment to have been tempted even to lose sight of the 
scope of their art in its strictness, or to forget that painting 
must be before all things decorative, a thing for the eye, a 
space of colour on the wall, only more dexterously blent 
than the marking of its precious stone or the chance inter- 
change of sun and shade upon it—this, to begin and end 
with—whatever higher matter of thought, or poetry, or 
religious reverie might play its part therein, between. At 
last, with final mastery of all the technical secrets of his 
art, and with somewhat more than “a spark of the divine 
fire to his share,”? comes Giorgione. He is the inventor of 
genre, of those easily movable pictures which serve for 
uses, neither of devotion, nor of allegorical or historical 
teaching—little groups of real men and women, amid con- 
gruous furniture or landscape—morsels of actual life, con- 
versation or music, or play, refined upon or idealized, till 
they come to seem like glimpses of life from afar. Those 
spaces of more cunningly blent colour, obediently filling 
their places, hitherto, in a mere architectural scheme, 
Giorgione detaches from the wall; he frames them by the 
hands of some skilful carver, so that people may move 
them readily and take with them where they go, like a 
poem in manuscript, or a musical instrument, to be used, at 


will, as a means of self-education, stimulus or solace, com= 
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ing like an animated presence, into one’s cabinet, to enrich 1 
the air as with some choice aroma, and, like persons, live 
with us, for a day or a lifetime. Of all art like this, art 
which has played so large a part in men’s culture since that 
time, Giorgione is the initiator. Yet in him too that old 
Venetian clearness or justice, in the apprehension of the 
essential limitations of the pictorial art, is still undisturbed; 
and, while he interfuses his painted work with a high- 
strung sort of poetry, caught directly from a singularly rich” 
and high-strung sort of life, yet in his selection of subject, 
or phase of subject, in the subordination of mere subject to 














pictorial design, to the main purpose of a picture, he is” 
typical of that aspiration of all the arts towards nu 
which I have endeavoured to explain,—towards the perfect 
identification of matter and form. 

Born so near to Titian, though a little before him, on 
these two companion pupils of the aged Giovanni Bellini 
may almost be called contemporaries, Giorgione stands to. 
Titian in something like the relationship of Sordello to 
Dante, in Mr. Browning’s poem. Titian, when he leaves | 
Bellini, becomes, in turn, the pupil of Giorgione; he lives: 
in constant labour more than sixty years after Giorgione is 
in his grave; and with such fruit, that hardly one of the 
greater towns of Europe is without some fragment of it. 
But the slightly older man, with his so limited actual prod 
uct (what remains to us of it seeming, when narrowly 
examined, to reduce itself to almost one picture, ie 
Sordello’s one fragment of lovely verse), yet expresses 
elementary motive and principle, that spirit—itself the 
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acquisition of all the long endeavours of Venetian art— 
which Titian spreads over his whole life’s activity. 

And, as we might expect, something fabulous and illu- 
sive has always mingled itself in the brilliancy of Giorgi- 
one’s fame. The exact relationship to him of many works 
—drawings, protraits, painted idylls—often fascinating 
enough, which in various collections went by his name, 
was from the first uncertain. Still, six or eight famous 
pictures at Dresden, Florence and the Louvre, were un- 
doubtingly, attributed to him, and in these, if anywhere, 
something of the splendour of the old Venetian humanity 
seemed to have been preserved. But of those six or eight 
famous pictures it is now known that only one is certainly 
from Giorgione’s hand. The accomplished science of the 
subject has come at last, and, as in other instances, has not 
made the past more real for us, but assured us that we 
possess of it less than we seemed to possess. Much of the 
work on which Giorgione’s immediate fame depended, 
work done for instantaneous effect, in all probability passed 
away almost within his own age, like the frescoes on the 
facade of the fondaco dei Tedeschi at Venice, some crimson 
traces of which, however, still give a strange additional 
touch of splendour to the scene of the Rialto. And there 
is a barrier or borderland, a period about the middle of the 
Sixteenth Century, in passing through which the tradition 
miscarries, and the true outlines of Giorgione’s work and 
person become obscured. It became fashionable for 
wealthy lovers of art, with no critical standard of authentic- 


ity, to collect so-called works of Giorgione, and a multitude 
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of imitations came into circulation. And now, in 


991 


“new Vasari,”' the great traditional reputation, woven 
with so profuse demand on men’s admiration, has been 
scrutinized thread by thread ; and what remains of the most 
vivid and stimulating of Venetian masters, a live flame, a5 
it seemed, in those old shadowy times, has been reduced 
almost to a name by his most recent critics. 

Yet enough remains to explain why the legend grew ~ 
above the name, why the name attached itself, in many in- Z 
stances, to the bravest work of other men. The Cone rt 
in the Pitti Palace, in which a monk, with cowl and ton. 
sure, touches the keys of a harpsichord, while a clerk, placed 
behind him, grasps the handle of a viol, and a third with 
cap and plume, seems to wait upon the true interval for de 
ginning to sing, is undoubtedly Giorgione’s. The outlin : 
of the lifted finger, the trace of the plume, the very th s 
of the fine linen, which fasten themselves on the memory, 


unearthly glow, the skill which has caught the waves al 
wandering sound, and fixed them for ever on the lips an 
hands—these are indeed the master’s own; and the criticis mn 
which, while dismissing so much hitherto believed to be 
Giorgione’s, has established the claims of this one pictul ey 


has left it among the most precious things in the world of 
art. 


It is noticeable that the “distinction ” of this Concert 


its Sustained evenness of perfection, alike in design, in 


ecution, and in choice of personal type, becomesifor th 
a 





1 Crowe and Cayalcaselle: History of Painting in North Italyy 
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“new Vasari” the standard of Giorgione’s genuine work. 
Finding here enough to explain his influence, and the true 
seal of mastery, its authors assign to Pellegrino da San Dan- 
iele the Holy Family in the Louvre, for certain points in 
which it comes short of that standard, but which will hardly 
diminish the spectator’s enjoyment of a singular charm of 
liquid air, with which the whole picture seems instinct, fill- 
ing the eyes and lips, the very garments, of its sacred per- 
sonages, with some wind-searched brightness and energy ; 
of which fine air the blue peak, clearly defined in the dis- 
tance, is, as it were, the visible pledge. Similarly, another 
favourite picture in the Louvre, the subject of a sonnet by 
a poet whose own painted work often comes to mind as one 
ponders over these precious things—the Féte Champétre, 
is assigned to an imitator of Sebastian del Piombo; and the 
Tempest, in the Academy at Venice (a slighter loss, perhaps, 
though not without its pleasant effect of clearing weather, 
towards the left, its one untouched morsel), to Paris Bor- 
done, or perhaps to “ some advanced craftsman of the Six- 
teenth Century.” From the gallery at Dresden, the Knight 
embracing a Lady, where the knight’s broken gauntlets seem 
to mark some well-known pause in a story we would will- 
ingly hear the rest of, is conceded to ‘¢a Brescian hand,” 
and Facob meeting Rachel‘ to a pupil of Palma; and, what- 
ever their charm, we are called on to give upthe Ordeal and 
the Finding of Moses with its jewel-like pools of water, per- 
haps to Bellini. 

Nor has the criticism, which thus so freely diminishes the 


1 This picture is included in Love in Literature and Art. E.S. 
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number of his authentic works, added anything important 
to the well-known outline of the life and personality of the 
man: only, it has fixed one or two dates, one or two cir- 
cumstances, a little more exactly. Giorgione was born be- 
fore the year 1477, and spent his childhood at Castelfranco, 
where the last crags of the Venetian Alps break down ro- 
mantically, with something of parklike grace, to the plain, 
A natural child of the family of the Barbarelli by a peasant- 
girl of Vedelago, he finds his way early into the circle of 
notable persons—people of courtesy ; and becomes initiated 
into those differences of personal type, manner, and even 
of dress, which are best understood there—that “ distinc-_ 
tion” of the Concert of the Pitti Palace. Not far from his 
home lives Catherine of Cornaro formerly Queen of — 
Cyprus; and up in the towers which still remain, Tuzio : 
Costanzo, the famous condottiére—a picturesque remnant of — 
medieval manners, in a civilization rapidly changing. | 
Giorgione paints their portraits; and when Tuzio’s son, 
Matteo, dies in early youth, adorns in his memory a chapel — 
in the church of Castelfranco, painting on this occasion 
perhaps, the altar-piece, foremost among his authentic — 
works, still to be seen there, with the figure of the warrior- 
saint, Liberale, of which the original little study in oil, with | 
the delicately gleaming, silver-grey armour, is one of the 
Greater treasures of the National Gallery, and in which, as 
in some other knightly personages attributed to him, people » 
have supposed the likeness of his own presumably gracious © | 
presence. Thither, at last, he is himself brought home ; 
from Venice, early dead, but celebrated. It happened, about | 
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his thirty-fourth year, that in one of those parties at which 
he entertained his friends with music, he met a certain lady 
of whom he became greatly enamoured, and “ they rejoiced 
greatly,” says Vasari, “the one and the other, in their 
loves.”” And two quite different legends concerning it 
agree in this, that it was through this lady he came by his 
death: Ridolfi relating that, being robbed of her by one of 
his pupils, he died of grief at the double treason ;—Vasari, 
that she being secretly stricken of the plague, and he ma- 
king his visits to her as usual, he took the sickness from her 
mortally, along with her kisses, and so briefly departed. 

But, although the number of Giorgione’s extant works 
has been thus limited by recent criticism, all is not done 
when the real and the traditional elements in what concerns 
him have been discriminated; for, in what is connected 
with a great name, much that is not real is often very stim- 
ulating ; and, for the zsthetic philosopher, over and above 
the real Giorgione and his authentic extant works, there re- 
mains the Giorgionesque also—an influence, a spirit, a type in 
art, active in men so different as those to whom many of his 
supposed works are really assignable—a veritable school, 
which grew together out of all those fascinating works 
rightly or wrongly attributed to him; out of many copies 
from, or variations on him, by unknown or uncertain 

‘workmen, whose drawings and designs were, for various 
reasons, prized as his; out of the immediate impression he 
made upon his contemporaries, and with which he con- 
tinued in men’s minds; out of many traditions of subject 


and treatment, which really descend from him to our own 
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time, and by retracing which we fill out the original image; 
Giorgione thus becoming a sort of impersonation of Venice — 
itself, its projected reflex or ideal, all that was intense or de- 





sirable in it thus crystallizing about the memory of this won- 
derful young man. 

And now, finally, let me illustrate some of the character 
istics of this School of Giorgione, as we may call it, which, : 
for most of us, notwithstanding all that negative criticism — 


of the “new Vasari,” will still identify itself with those : 













Venetian work generally, or in work of our own time—and 
of which the Concert, that undoubted work of Giorgione in 4 


every form of art is perpetually aspiring. In the art of 
painting, the attainment of this ideal condition, this perfect 
interpenetration of the subject with colour and design, de- 
pends, of course, in great measure, on dexterous choice of © 
that subject, or phase of subject; and such choice is one 
of the secrets of Giorgione’s school. It is the school of 
seers, and employs itself mainly with “ painted idylls,” but 
in the Production of this pictorial poetry, exercises a won- 
derful tact in the selecting of such matter as lends itself 
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most readily and entirely to pictorial form, to complete ex- 
pression by drawing and colour. For although its produc- 
tions are painted poems, they belong to a sort of poetry 
which tells itself without an articulated story. The master 
is pre-eminent for the resolution, the ease and quickness, 
with which he reproduces instantaneous motion—the 
lacing-on of armour, with the head bent back so stately — 
the fainting lady—the embrace, rapid as the kiss caught, 
with death itself, from dying lips—the momentary conjunc- 
tion of mirrors and polished armour and still water, by which 
all the sides of a solid image are presented at once, solving 
that casuistical question whether painting can present an 
object as completely as sculpture. The sudden act, the 
rapid transition of thought, the passing expression—this, he 
arrests with that vivacity which Vasari has attributed to 
him, #/ fuoco Giorgionesco, as he terms it. Now it is part 
of the ideality of the highest sort of dramatic poetry, that it 
presents us with a kind of profoundly significant and ani- 
mated instants, a mere gesture, a look, a smile, perhapsp— 
some brief and wholly concrete moment—into which, how- 
ever, all the motives, all the interests and effects of a long 
history, have condensed themselves, and which seem to 
absorb past and future in an intense consciousness of the 
present. Such ideal instants the school of Giorgione 
selects, with its admirable tact, from that feverish, tumultu- 
ously coloured life of the old citizens of Venice—exquisite 
pauses in time, in which, arrested thus, we seem to be 
spectators of all the fulness of existence, and which are 


like some consummate extract or quintessence of life. 


30 THE CONCERT 


It is to the law or condition of music, as I said, that al] _ 






art like this is really aspiring ; and, in the school of Gior- 4 
gione, the perfect moments of music itself, the making or 
hearing of music, song or its accompaniment, are them- 
selves prominent as subjects. On that background of the _ 
silence of Venice, which the visitor there finds so impress- 


ot, oe 


ive, the world of Italian music was then forming. In 
choice of subject, as in all besides, the Concert of the Pitti : 
Palace is typical of all that Giorgione, himself an admirable q 
musician, touched with his influence; and in sketch or 
finished picture, in various collections, we may follow it j 
through many intricate variations—men fainting at music, 
music heard at the pool-side while people fish, or mingled — 
with the sound of the pitcher in the well, or heard across 
running water, or among the flocks; the tuning of instru-— 
ments—people with intent faces, as if listening, like those 
described by Plato in an ingenious passage, to detect the 


smallest interval of musical sound, the smallest undulation 
in the air, 


re ene tee ee eT 
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or feeling for music in thought on a stringless 
instrument, ear and finger refining themselves infinitely, in — 
_ the appetite for sweet sound—a momentary touch of an in- 

strument in the twilight, as one passes through some un- 
familiar room, in a chance company. 

In such favourite incidents, then, of Giorgione’s school, 
music or music-like intervals in our existence, life itself is d 
conceived as a sort of listening—listening to music, to the : 
treading of Bandello’s novels, to the soun 
as it flies, 
Play, 


d of water, to time — 
Often such moments are really our moments of 


and we are surprised at the unexpected blessedness of : 
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what may seem our least important part of time; not 
merely because play is in many instances that to which 
people really apply their own best powers, but also because 
at such times, the stress of our servile, everyday attentive- 
ness being relaxed, the happier powers in things without us 
are permitted free passage, and have their way with us. 
And so, from music, the school of Giorgione passes often 
to the play which is like music; to those masques in which 
men avowedly do but play at real life, like children ‘ dress- 
ing-up,” disguised in the strange old Italian dresses, parti- 
coloured, or fantastic with embroidery and furs, of which 
the master was so curious a designer, and which, above all 
the spotless white linen at wrist and throat, he painted so 
dexterously. 

And when people are happy in this thirsty land, water 
will not be far off; and in the school of Giorgione, the 
presence of water—the well, or marble-rimmed pool, the 
drawing or pouring of water, as the woman pours it from a 
pitcher with her jewelled hands in the Féte Champétre, lis- 
tening, perhaps, to the cool sound as it falls, blent with the 
music of the pipes—is as characteristic, and almost as sug- 
gestive, as that of music itself. And the landscape feels, 
and is glad of it also—a landscape full of clearness, of the 
effects of water, of fresh rain newly passed through the air, 
and collected into the grassy channels; the air, too, in the 
school of Giorgione, seeming as vivid as the people who 
breathe it, and literally empyrean, all impurities being burnt 
out of it, and no taint, no floating particle of anything but 


its own proper elements allowed to subsist within it. 
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Its scenery is such as in England we call “ park scenery,” 4 
with some elusive refinement felt about the rustic buildings, A 
the choice grass, the grouped trees, the undulations deftly — 
economized for graceful effect. Only, in Italy all natural ! 


thread, even the cypress revealing it among the folds of its ’ 
blackness. And it is with gold dust, or gold thread, that — 
these Venetian painters seem to work, spinning in fine fila- 7 





ments, through the solemn human flesh, away into the 
white plastered walls of the thatched huts. The harsher 
details of the mountains recede to a harmonious distance, — 
the one peak of rich blue above the horizon remaining but 4 
as the visible warrant of that due coolness which is all we 
need ask here of the Alps, with their dark rains and streams. _ 
Yet what real, airy space, as the eye passes from level to. 
level, through the long-drawn valley in which Jacob em- 
braces Rachel among the flocks! Nowhere is there a truer 
landscape and persons—of the human image and its acces- 
sories—already noticed as characteristic of the Venetian 
school, so that, in it, neither personage nor scenery is ever 
a mere pretext for the other. 

Something like this seems to me to be the wraie vérité 4 
about Giorgione, if I may adopt a serviceable expression by q 
which the French recognize those more liberal and durable 3 
impressions which, in respect of any really considerable 
Person or subject, anything that has at all intricately occu- 
Pied men’s attention, lie beyond, and must supplement, the 
narrower range of the strictly ascertained facts about. it. 
In this, Giorgione is but an illustration of a valuable ge 
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eral caution we may abide by in all criticism. As regards 
Giorgione himself, we have indeed to take note of all those 
negations and exceptions, by which, at first sight, a “ new 
Vasari”? seems merely to have confused our apprehension 
of a delightful object, to have explained away out of our 
inheritance from past time what seemed of high value there. 
Yet it is not with a full understanding even of those excep- 
tions that one can leave off just at this point. Properly 
qualified, such exceptions are but a salt of genuineness in 
our knowledge; and beyond all these strictly ascertained 
facts, we must take note of that indirect influence by which 
one like Giorgione, for instance, enlarges his permanent 
efficacy and really makes himself felt in our culture. Ina 
just impression of that, is the essential truth, the vraie vérité 
concerning him, 


ST. GEORGE AND THE DRAGON 
(Raphael) 















F, A, GRUYER 


MONG the principal European galleries, the Louy : 
is one of those in which Raphael is perhaps best - 
resented from the point of view of the progress of his work, 
There, it is true, we do not find pictures of such brilli it 
splendour as the Sistine Madonna, the Virgin with the Fish, 
the Madonna della Sedia or the Violin Player ; but there we 
see a series of paintings of rare beauty, which, extending 
from 1506 to 1518, embrace the whole active period of that 
- life that was so full and so soon ended. Thus in turn p- 
pear before our eyes the St. George and the Little St. Michael 
(1506), the Belle Fardinitre (1507), the Portrait of a Young 
Man (1508 or 1509), the Virgin with the Blue Diadem 
(1512), the Portrait of Balthazar Castiglione (1515), the 
_ Large St. Michael, and the Large Holy Family (1518). 
St. George.—St. George, on horseback, fights with the 
legendary dragon. He has already broken his lance against 
; it, and is about to strike it with his sword. This is 
: quite a small picture, but singularly great in its characte 9 
thought and style. The saintly warrior, clad in steel armouf 
_ and wearing a plumed helmet, rises in his stirrups, reif : 
back his charger with his left hand, and raises his right, 
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armed with a sword, against the monster that is pursuing 
him, and on which he casts a backward glance of contempt. 
This figure is one of singular pride and elegance. The 
face is almost that of a virgin. Minerva would willingly 
recognize it as her own, and our Joan of Arc could put up 
with it wonderfully well. Notwithstanding the impetuous 
speed (the rapidity of which is shown by the drapery of the 
mantle which is violently agitated), and notwithstanding the 
imminence of the danger, the Christian hero preserves a 
regal tranquillity. He carries with him something of the 
power and majesty of a God. ‘The issue of the combat is 
not in doubt. The horse on its side is no less eminent in 
beauty. It recalls the admirable horses of the Panathenza: 
it has the same nobility, with something mystical in addition 
that belongs peculiarly to the Renaissance. What Raphael 
had already seen of Antiquity made him feel in advance 
what he did not already know, and even what he was never 
to know. This white horse with rose harness, galloping 
across the green meadow, closely pressed by the dragon 
whose poisonous breath it scents, rearing under the restraint 
of its rider, raising its head and its eyes to Heaven, in 
prayer and belief, as one might be tempted to say, so 
strongly does it seem to be imbued with fervour and poesy, 
—is it not at once a Classic reminiscence and a personal 
inspiration? The monster is no less remarkable. It is the 
winged dragon of Fable, with savage jaws, vampire wings, 
paws armed with menacing claws and tail with coils like a 
python, Would not one be inclined to say, so greatly doés 
the painting here assume splendour and solidity, that this 
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was one of those beautiful enamels of the beginning of he j 
Sixteenth Century, preserved in the cabinets of our G ery. 
of Apollo? Finally, for the background of this picture, t 
have a landscape with suave and harmoniously cadence 
lines, fresh, springlike, and virginal, in which the verdurow_ 
valleys melt into the azure distances of the mountains w hich 
themselves fade and are lost in the blue of a pure an 
luminous sky. There is nothing present that is not of ce 
quisite grace and delicious sentiment, even to the little fe 
male figure, robed in rose, and fleeing in the distan 
Thus, everything in this picture is of the very first order 
Under modest appearances, the forms have a firmness of 
accentuation which is the work no longer of a student bt j 
of a master. As for the colour, limpid, transparent, andot 
a tempered harmony, it reveals a state of preservation tha 
nearly four centuries have not been able to injure. 7 

It is said that this picture dates from 1504: this isa 
error. It is added that it is after the manner of Perugino: 4 
this is also an error. The date of the St. George of th 
Louvre is 1506. In it we recognize the spirit and the hané 
of a painter who has already attained full independence, _ 

In 1504, Raphael who had just left Perugino’s schoo 7 
was still confined within the picturesque world fashioned! y ; 
his master. It is true that he only remained in it out of 
pure deference, and that he managed to dwell there as if 
were in his own home. Witness the Sposalizio bo owed 
almost line for line from Perugino but invested with a ne : 
grace and transfigured by a new mind, which set the f jet ; 
of the pupil on a level high above that of the mast re 
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for the St. George, nothing in it is left that smells of the 
school; there is no longer any imitation in it; everything 
in it reveals a new art, like a rising sun. In it Raphael 
shows himself completely liberated, without any sort of re- 
volt or violence, and possessed of the calm and respect that 
befit power. Between the St. George and the Sposalizio 
there is a whole world. ‘To set the same date to these two 
pictures appears to us impossible. ‘This, however, is what 
hitherto has been done by saying that Raphael painted the 
St. George during the very short stay he made at Urbino in 
the course of the year 1504. Raphael then went to his 
native town to pay homage to Guidobaldo, whom Julius II. 
had just nominated Gonfalonier of the Church and reinstated 
in theduchy of Urbino. The genius ofthe Renaissance, with 
its most illustrious representatives, was sitting at the hearth 
of the noblest of men and the most amiable of women. 
Although still very young, Raphael had found his place 
there; but he did not tarry. Furnished with a letter by 
Elizabeth Gonzaga for Soderini, he hastened towards Flor- 
ence, there to ripen his talent by contact with the greatest 
artists whom Italy had yet possessed. 

Let us now place ourselves in 1506 and look at our St. 
George. After a two years’ abode in Tuscany, Raphael is 
found again in Urbino surrounded with the rays of his 
youthful glory. The plague had desolated Umbria, and 
before going forward in his life, he had come again to see 
his friends and relatives, and to pay homage to them with 
the celebrated works that he left behind him. 

At the beginning of the year 1506, the Abbot of Glas2 
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tonbury and Gilbert Talbot, ambassadors from He i] 
VIII. to Julius II. went to Urbino to invest Guidobald 
with the Order of the Garter. Raphael, being then in his 
natal town, had at once to paint a St. George for the Kin 
of England, the Order of the Garter as well as the realm of 
England being placed under the patronage of the legendary 
hero. In this picture, the warrior who wears the Garter 
below his right knee, faces the monster and pierces him 
with his lance. The little female figure that in our picture 
is fleeing in the distance, is kneeling in the background of 
the other. These two paintings, executed with great pres 
cision, are exactly in the same spirit and the same style, 
They are almost identical, and there is no doubt that sin 
were executed almost at the same time. If you put these 
two St. Georges side by side, you will recognize that t 
more beautiful of the two is not the one that has the Garter, 
and that ours is more strongly conceived and more broatly 
painted. Now, when an artist like Raphael repeats one of 
his pictures, it is always in order to aggrandize its charac 
and never to lessen its expression. Raphael therefore 
Painted our St. George after the one he had already painted 
for the King of England. The date 1506 being certain for 
the St. George with the Garter—nobody disputes this—that 
date should also be attributed to the St. George in the Lowort, 
If you have the slightest lingering doubt on this point go 
to the Uffze Gallery and compare the two preliminaty 
sketches for these Pictures, They are by the same pen 
drawn in the same manner and almost at the same: ho 
You will find in both the same youthful ardour andthe 
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same sureness of hand; but you will notice a very notable 
improvement in the sketch for the picture now in the 
Louvre: It is probable that Guidobaldo, enraptured with 
the picture that he sent to the King of England, ordered 
from Raphael a second for himself, and the artist, having 
more mastery over his subject than at first, designed and 
painted the St. George of our Museum. What became of it 
after the dispersion of the collections gathered together by 
the Montefeltri in the Urbino palace? Nobody knows, 
until the day when it found a place in Mazarin’s cabinet, 
whence it passed into the gallery of Louis XIV. Since 
then it has belonged to France. 

What a beautiful subject for painting is this subject of St. 
George! Historic and legendary at the same time, born of 
Christian antiquity, aggrandized by the Middle Ages and al- 
most transfigured into an archangel, to the Renaissance it 
opens the infinite horizons of the earth and of the sky 
confounded in one vision! King or governor of Cappa- 
docia, and martyred at Nicomedia under Diocletian, whose 
armies he had commanded, St. George immediately became 
the patron of warriors and the great saint of the Greek 
church. It was particularly in the Orient and during the 
Crusades that he revealed himself to the Occident. St, 
George appeared to Robert Guiscard’s troops under the 
walls of Antioch, and fought by the side of Richard Coeur 
de Lion at Czsarea, Jaffa and before Ascalon. Thence- 
-forth he became the special patron of England. The 
national Council of Oxford, in 1222, decided that his festi- 
val should be obligatory throughout the realm, and~thé 
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Order of the Garter, founded by Edward III. in 1330, was 
placed under his invocation. After so many apparitions 
and prodigies, this heroic figure had assumed proportions 
that surpassed the ordinary measure of saints, Like | 
Michael the Archangel, it was the Devil himself whom it. 
was St. George’s mission to fight and to conquer. Thus _ 
transported into the supernatural world, on a mettlesome 
horse, he dashes against the enemy of the human race, — 
against Satan metamorphosed into a dragon; and, a new ; 
Perseus, he also has his Andromeda. F. ollowing the ex- 
ample of Antiquity, whose anthropomorphism personified _ 
cities and provinces, waters and woods, the Renaissance 
symbolized, by a virgin, Cappadocia torn by St. George from 
idolatry, that is to say from Hell. We see this virgin, 
Sometimes praying and sometimes fleeing before the mone 
become one of the characteristics of the saint, We 
have pointed her out in the St. George with the Garter as 
well as in the St. George inthe Louvre. It must be repeated — 
that these two pictures are brethren, they have exactly the 
Same age, both belonging to the year 1 506. } 


THE HOLY FAMILY 
(Murillo) 


HENRY JOUIN 


HE life of an artist, and a great artist, without roman- 
tic experiences, is not this a prodigy? And, above 
all, that he should be a Spanish master! Such was, how- 
ever, the life of Murillo. He was born, he worked and he 
died. He was born at Seville, like Velasquez, who was to 
be his friend and counsellor. Unconscious of his strength, 
as well as of his tastes, Murillo, from his youth, illumined 
canvases of no value which he hurried away to the New 
World. This obscure labour procured him bread. But 
his mind worked. Each day brought to the young man 
some new light. He has a confused revelation of his 
future. What is it to him to have merely technical skill, 
when others know how to fix for centuries the radiant 
visions they see? Without fortune, without help, without 
guidance, Bartolome Esteban searched vainly for the path 
that he should follow. One of his own relatives, Juan del 
Castillo, a good professor, initiated him into the first rudi- 
ments of painting; and then, having given these very in- 
sufficient lessons, went to Cadiz. Murillo was beginning 
to be doubtful of the future, when the painter Piedro y 
Moya passed through Seville. 
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Moya was returning from London to Grenada. Moya 
had fallen under Van Dyck’s influence in London, He 
showed one of his canvases to Murillo, spoke to him of his” 
master, told him of all he had learned, and confided his” 
schemes to him. This was a ray of light to the yo ing 
painter. To see Van Dyck, to listen to him, and to adopt” 
him for his master, was Murillo’s dream ; and, without ay 
hesitation, he set himself the task of realizing the sum n cc. 
essary for a voyage to London. Vain project! Van 
Dyck died in the meantime and Murillo heard the news” 
while he was still in Seville. q 

Should he despair? London without Van Dyck had 10 
attractions for our painter; but would not Italy furnish him 
some compensation for the loss of the Flemish master whose 
disciple he had wished to become? Could not he, when” 
once away, visit Flanders and Holland? And, asking hime 
self these questions, he discovered a double stream in hi | 
thought. Subjects of pure imagination charmed him, with- 
out any doubt, but he experienced an almost equal a : 
tion for popular scenes which unfolded themselves every) 
day and every hour beneath the careless glance of he 
pedestrian. What we never see, the painter perceived 2 n : 
remembered. A beggar, a wretch, or a lame man 
repulsive to us, and we turn our eyes away from these un 
fortunate beings; the mother who cares for her aged 

‘child upon the threshold of his house, an ordinary Mal 
Naggre: notice without disgust. The Dutch and Flemish” 
_ have less disdain for this kind of subject. Murillo” 
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of common life and finding them agreeable. It was then 
settled. Our young man would make a tour of Europe. 

Conceived by a greater than he, other great projects have 
had the fate of castles in the air! But the galleons of 
America had always a few piastres to pay for the dozens of 
images which they wanted to sell to not particular popula- 
tions of Mexico and Peru. Murillo worked for the ship- 
owners, accumulating piastres upon piastres, and, soon, in 
possession of a good round sum, he started for Italy. 

His first stop was Madrid. It was also the last! This 
was in 1643. Murillo was twenty-five. Velasquez, con- 
sidered at this period the first painter of Spain, lived in 
Madrid on familiar terms with the King. He was, one 
must remember, a compatriot of Murillo. With extreme 
kindness, he welcomed the young man who came to him 
and retained him by those masterpieces with which the 
Escurial was peopled. The painter of Philip IV. had seen 
Italy, and Rubens was not a stranger to him. Velasquez 
was older than Murillo by about twenty years, and in full 
Possession of his strong and distinguished genius. Murillo 
saw that he had no need to go farther than the Escurial. 
In this rich palace, Titian, Rubens, Van Dyck and Ribera 
exhibited their greatest works ; and Velasquez gave Murillo 
his authoritative commentary upon these robust masters. 
Murillo remained. 

Two years passed. In 1645, the painter of Seville re- 
appeared among his fellow-citizens. - This time he. was 
equipped ; full of enthusiasm, rich in knowledge, and gifted 
with thought, energy and facility, and for thirty-seven"years) 
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without ever leaving his native city, he never ceased 
ducing with a fertility full of ease and distinction. ; 

I am mistaken. Murillo consented to go one day to 
Cadiz. He was to paint upon the high altar of the cone 
vent de los Capuchinos an important picture,—the marriage 
of Saint Catherine. Mounted upon the scaffolding above 
the altar, in the fervour of his composition, he forgot that 
the space was restricted, and he fell. Seriously wounded, — 
he returned to Seville where he died on April 3rd, von 
after cruel sufferings, e 

| 













“ Heureux qui nait et meurt dans la méme maison”. 


Such was Murillo’s fate. And if we set aside the trials 
of his last months, we can count nothing but happy days in 
the painter’s life. Fortune smiled upon him from the age 
of thirty years. In 1648, his reputation enabled him to 
gain the hand of Dona Beatrix de Calabrera y Sotomayor, 
a noble and rich lady of the town of Pilas. 4 

Without a rival in his deserved favour, he attacked with — 
equal certainty of touch scenes of genre, portraits, religious 
compositions and even landscapes. Murillo—a rare case—_ 
was always growing. His last works are his most perfect. — 
While Ribera never saw anything during the whole of his 
ie but motives for severe, sombre and sometimes mournful — 
pictures, Murillo, not of less faith than Ribera, delighte E 
himself with quiet, radiant, and pleasing ecstasies. 

The sweetness and calmness of his visions are wha 
ne his rank and characterize his style. 5 “LF 


& 


What serenity is contained in the Holy Fanily. it. 
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Louvre! The Virgin holds, standing upon her knees, the 
Infant Jesus, who is leaning towards Saint John the Bap- 
tist. The latter is presenting the Infant God with a cross 
of reed. In his left hand he is holding a scroll on which 
the words Ecce agnus Dei are inscribed. A lamb is lying 
in the foreground. Saint Elizabeth, with a contemplative 
glance, is on her knees. A dove hovers above the Bam- 
bino’s head, and, in the sky, God the Father leans 
towards the group composed of four evangelical personages. 
I admit that the Virgin’s head is a delicate portrait, but it is 
not merely a portrait. This reservation made, I am ready 
to pronounce an unbounded eulogy for the harmony of the 
composition, the happy contrasts of the positions and types, 
the correctness of the attitudes and the lightness and the 
transparency of the colouring. Some imponderable cheru- 
bins are playing in the ether, but nearer to the spectator is 
the body of the Infant Jesus, with its clearly marked con- 
tours, and without dryness, surpasses by elegance, distinc- 
tion and gracefulness, the cherubins that are happy to con- 
template him. 

This canvas, regarding which we have no information, 
seems to have always belonged to the collection of Louis 
XVI. It certainly dates from 1670 to 1680, that is to 
say from the painter’s last years. The sight of it recalls a 
touching story about Murillo. 

Towards the end of his life, the master was in the habit 
of going into the church of the Vera Cruz and remaining 
for hours in contemplation before Pedro Campana’s Descent 
Srom the Cross, One day, the sacristan, in a hurry to close 
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the church, came up to the painter and asked him what h : 
was waiting for. “J am waiting,” replied Murillo witha 
smile of ecstasy, “until those reverent servants shall have 
finished taking the Saviour from the cross.” 

Several months ago, I found myself in front of the H y 
Family in the Louvre Gallery, intent upon absorbing its 
beauties before speaking of it to my readers. Sud aly 
the solemn “It is time to close!’’ was heard in the low 3 
voice of the keeper. I never moved, held in a dream bee 
fore Murillo’s canvas. The keeper tapped my elbow: 
“ We are closing, sir, we are closing, what are you w iting 
for?” B) 

“T am waiting,” | answered, “ for the Infant Jesus 0 
take that cross of reed which the little Saint John is offer- 
ing to him with such grace.” 

The man thought that I was mad ; he shrugged his shoulders 
and went away repeating: “ We are closing, we are o- 
sing!” He did not understand what great praise I vas 
giving Murillo in borrowing from him that superb speech 
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THE SUN OF VENICE GOING TO SEA 
(Turner) 


JOHN RUSKIN 


HE master mind of Turner, without effort, showers 

its knowledge into every touch, and we have only 

to trace out even his slightest passages, part by part, to find 
in them the universal working of the deepest thought, that 
consistent cry of every minor truth which admits of and 
invites the same ceaseless study as the work of nature her- 


self. 
There is, however, yet another peculiarity in Turner’s 


painting of smooth water, which, though less deserving of 
admiration, as being merely a mechanical excellence, is not 
less wonderful than its other qualities, nor less unique—a 
peculiar texture, namely, given to the most delicate tints of 
the surface, when there is little reflection from anything 
except sky or atmosphere, and which, just at the points 
where other painters are reduced to paper, gives to the sur- 
face of Turner the greatest appearance of substantial liquid- 
ity. It is impossible to say how it is produced; it looks 
like some modification of body colour; but it certainly is 
not body colour used as by other men, for I have seen this 
expedient tried over and over again without success; and 
it is often accompanied by crumbling touches of a dry 
brush, which never could have been put upon body coloury 
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7 and which could not have shown through underneath 
As a piece of mechanical excellence, it is one of the n 
remarkable things in the work of the master; and it bri 
the truth of his water-painting up to the last degree o 
fection, often rendering those passages of it the most: 
tractive and delightful, which from their delicacy a 
paleness of tint, would have been weak and papery in the 
hands of any other man. The best instance of itl: 
give is, I think, the distance of the Devonport witht 
Dockyards. ’ 
After all, however, there is more in Turner’s painting, 
water surface than any philosophy of reflection, of 4 
peculiarity of means can accomplish; there is a might 
wonder about it which will not admit of our whys4 
hows. Take, for instance, the picture of the Sun of Ven 
Going to Sea, of 1843, respecting which, however, r 
one or two circumstances which may as well be note 1 
sides its water-painting. The reader, if he has not been 
Venice, ought to be made aware that the Venetian f i 
boats, almost without exception, carry canvas painted W 
bright colours, the favourite design for the centre be 
either a cross or a large sun with many rays, the fayoulit 
colours being red, orange, and black, blue occurring @ 
casionally. The radiance of these sails and of the bri 
_ and grotesque vanes at the mast-heads under sunlight is) 
yond all painting, but it is strange that, of constant 0 
currence as these boats are on all the lagoons, Turner ala : 
should have availed himself of them. Nothingycould 
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more faithful than the boat which was the princip 
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in this picture, in the cut of the sail, the filling of it, the 
exact height of the boom above the deck, the quartering of 
it with colour, finally and especially, the hanging of the 
fish-baskets above the bows. All these, however, are com- 
paratively minor merits (though not the blaze of colour 
which the artist elicited from the right use of these circum- 
stances), but the peculiar power of the picture was the 
painting of the sea surface, where there were no reflections 
to assist it. A stream of splendid colour fell from the 
boat, but that occupied the centre only; in the distance, 
the city and crowded boats threw down some playing lines, 
but these still left on each side of the boat a large space of 
water reflecting nothing but the morning sky. This was 
divided by an eddying swell, on whose continuous sides the 
local colour of the water was seen, pure aquamarine, (a 
beautiful occurrence of closely-observed truth), but still 
there remained a large blank space of pale water to be 
treated, the sky above had no distinct details and was pure 
faint grey, with broken white vestages of cloud: it gave no 
help therefore. But there the water lay, no dead grey flat 
paint, but downright clear, playing, palpable surface, full 
of indefinite hue, and retiring as regularly and visibly back 
and far away, as if there had been objects all over it to tell 
the story by perspective. Now it is the doing of this 
which tries the painter, and it is his having done this which 
made me say above that ‘no man had ever painted the sur- 
face of calm water but Turner.” The San Benedetto, look- 


ing towards Fusina, contained a similar passage equally fine; . 
in one of the Canale della Guidecca, the specific green — 
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colour of the water is seen in front, with the shad 
the ‘boats thrown on it in purple; all, as it retires, 
into the pure reflective blue. 

But Turner was not satisfied with this. He is 
altogether content unless he can, at the same time at 
takes advantage of all the placidity of repose tell us son 
thing either about the past commotion of the 
of some present stirring of tide or current which i 
ness does not show or give us something or other t 
about and reason upon, as well as to look at. 


THE COLUMBINE 
(Luini) 


MARCEL REYMOND 


N art criticism, it is customary to affirm as an incontest- 
able principle that the Greeks realized an ideal of 
beauty te which modern nations have never been able 
to attain. Nevertheless, who is there among us that, 
desiring to give new life to one of the dreams of beauty 
that blossomed under the hands of the artists of the past, 
would choose a Venus or a Diana of Greek art, and would 
not a thousand times rather evoke one of those enchant- 
resses immortalized by the genius of a Lionardo or a Luini. 
The reason is that, notwithstanding the superiority we 
may recognize in Greek art, and whatever may be the 
plastic beauty of the forms it has reproduced, there is yet 
in the faces created by modern art a more ardent awakening 
of thought and heart, a closer and warmer communication 
between their souls and our own. They seize upon us less 
by reason of the regularity of their features than by the 
smile upon their lips and the tenderness in their eyes. 
Luini, the master whose glory equals that of the most 
illustrious artists of northern Italy,—Mantegna, Giovanni 
Bellini, Titian—possesses a complex mind, and follows a 
twofold artistic dream in his works. If he works in this 
way, it is because he lived in the early part of the Sixteenth 


52 THE COLUMBINE 























Century, during a period of transition, that still preserved 
the memory of former ages whilst prizing the new ideas, 
In no other artist, perhaps, do we find united with uc 
intensity, these two apparently irreconcilable sentiment 
the religious sentiment and the passion of love. One ; 
amining Luini in his great religious pages at Milan, § F 
vonno and Lugano, or in admirable Madonna faces, ¥ 
seem to have before our eyes some neophyte who has be 
piously reared in the shadow of the cloisters ; and on loo 
ing at his Herodiases, his Susannas and his symbolical gut 
it seems that his whole life must have been spent i int 
pursuit of love and beauty. q 
Luini’s female creations are so exquisite that for alo 
time people supposed that Luini alone was capable of ct 
ceiving them and permanently recording their loveliness} 
but now this injustice has come to an end, and Luini’s 
appears before us with sharply determined chara erist | 
that prevent us from confounding it with Lionardo’s art 
First of all, from the point of view of technique, it mi 
be remarked that Lionardo works like a master born a 
1450; and Luini like one born after 1470. With Lull 
the workmanship is less precise than with Lionardo ; wh 
the stroke is less restrained, and the modelling freer. — 
convince ourselves of this, it is only necessary to exam 
the picture from St. Petersburg reproduced herewith. | 
artists of the Sixteenth Century were fond of this 
and supple execution, but Lionardo would have bee 
to have taxed this suppleness with insufficiency, and 
have prescribed a more nervous effort to draw ¢los 
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gether the forms of life. Moreover, Luini’s art, as we 
behold it in the Columbine of the Hermitage, differs from 
that of Lionardo quite as much in depth as in form. In 
fact, the student should be good enough to consider that 
whatever Lionardo’s naturalist researches may have been, 
he never conceived a work of art outside his religious bond ; 
and if we accept the aconde’ which is a portrait merely, 
all the faces of women in which he has incarnated his 
dream of beauty are those of Madonnas. Now, in these 
faces, we find united with the noblest thoughts, the most 
subtle strivings after carnal loveliness; and it is impossible 
for us not to regard as hurtful, or at least as useless and in- 
appropriate, such sensual elements in a motive that above 
all else demands the expression of innocence, modesty and 
maternal love. But Lionardo’s pupils, especially Luini, in 
obedience to an imperious logic, were led, in order to fol- 
low their master’s own ideas, to relinquish the Madonna 
motive and adopt subjects more in unison with the ideas 
that they desired to express; and, with Luini, thus arises 
the whole of this interesting group of works of art to which 
the picture that we are now studying belongs. It is a 
motive to which his most intimate preferences appear to 
have been attached, and in truth, more than any other, this 
motive worthily responds to that ideal of sovereignly seduc- 
tive beauty that haunted him. This is the motive of Hero- 
dias, which he has repeated four times (Louvre, Vienna, 
Florence and Milan). With the Heredias we must connect 
a group representing symbolic figures, the most admirable of 
1See Great Pictures (New York, 1899), 142. : 
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which are the Vanity and Modesty of the Sciarra Gallery, 
and the picture here reproduced from the Hermitage. The 
slightest comparison between the picture of the Sciarra 
Gallery and that of the Hermitage will show that the same 
subject appears in both. The St. Petersburg picture, like 
the one in Rome, represents an allegory intended to pro- 
claim the eternal beauty of woman. If we knew the lan- 


guage of flowers, as it was understood in the Sixteenth 


Century, perhaps we might be able to draw some more 
precise deduction from the flowers chosen by Luini, from 
that ancholic that he loved so much and that he has else- 
where placed in the hands of the Infant Jesus (Brera Ma- 
donna), from that jasmin that we find again in the Vanity 
of the Sciarra Palace, or from those miserable little flowers, 
sprouting in the ruins, that Lionardo had studied with 
such interest in his Madonna of the Rocks. 

How comes it that upon a picture the meaning of which 
is so comprehensible the name Columbine has been writ- 
ten? A Columbine by Luini! But truly, does not that 
sound to our ears as strangely false as if someone were to 
speak to us of a Punchinello by Michelangelo or a Pierrot 
by Raphael? These personages borrowed from Italian 
comedy are good enough for Watteau and the little masters 
of the Eighteenth Century. It is true that our picture by 
Luini received its name Columbine in the Eighteenth Cen- 
tury, and to a certain extent we may understand the reason 
of this appellation. Every period realizes under a particu- 


lar form the ideas that are dear to it, and if in order to, . 
express the great thoughts that preoccupied the ante of 
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the artists of the Fifteenth Century, it was necessary to 
create Madonnas, Heroadases and Judiths; in order to 
satisfy the amorous folly of the Eighteenth Century it was 
sufficient to evoke Harlequins, Punchinellos and Colum- 
bines. Columbine is the Venus of the Eighteenth Century, 
pretty, charming and coquettish. Therefore, why not give 
that name to this adorable figure into which Luini has put 
so much smiling charm and loveliness? And yet, what a 
mistake, what a monstrous anachronism it is to judge the 
ardent soul of the Sixteenth Century with the frivolous sen- 
suality of the Eighteenth; it is utterly falsifying the mean- 
ing of these works in which the Italy of the Renaissance 
reveals herself to us in such a prodigious ideal of 
beauty. 

It has often been asked how it came to pass that Lion- 
ardo left no disciples in Florence, when he created such a 
strong school in Milan. The first cause, in my opinion, 
should be sought for in the laws that presided over the for- 
mation and development of the Florentine school of paint- 
ing. This school, created by fresco painters accustomed 
to works of vast dimensions, did not care to tarry over the 
finesses of execution, or the enumeration of minute details ; 
it simplified its vision, attaching itself particularly to the 
broad lines, and only retaining of the forms what was 
essentially expressive in them. This character will be 
noticed at all periods of Florentine painting, in Giotto, 
Masaccio, Ghirlandaio and Andrea del Sarto. When the 
Florentine painters depart from this general conception, it 
is only by accident and almost always in consequence ‘of A 
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foreign action, and action that will be sometimes that of 
Flemish painters such as Van der Weyden, or Van der 
Goes, and sometimes that of Florentine sculptors who, ata 
given moment, about the middle of the Fifteenth Century, | 
exercised so powerful an influence upon the painters who 
were their contemporaries. The action of Verrocchio in 
particular was such as to transform the style of the Floren- 

tine school of painting, and to give birth to the so entirely 
individual, and in certain respects so little Florentine, of 
Lionardo da Vinci. ae 
But the fact that this new style was outside the traditions 
of the Florentine school of painting must have hindered its _ 
development, and in reality Lionardo had no disciple in : 
Florence. With Fra Bartolomeo and Andrea del Sarto 
it is the old character of the school that reappears to follow 
Sut its natural evolution through the whole course of the 
“"xteenth Century. 3 
In the North of Italy, on the contrary, the precision of 
line and observation of detail form a predominant character — 
of those schools of which Mantegna is the most illustrious 
representative. These schools, therefore, found in Lion- 
ardo a teaching that responded to their ancient a 
traditions, and we may thus understand how the seed i 
planted by Lionardo in the soil of Milan struck 


such deep root and produced such beautiful flowers 
there, 
‘ 
i 
J 








But however this may be, and whatever may have been — 
the causes of this admirable blossoming of Milaneserart in 
the early years of the Sixteenth Century, we may. say thi 
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it represents in a highly learned form one of the researches 
that have the most occupied the Italian genius, I mean the 
seeking after beauty pursued in the harmonious accord 
between form and poetry. 





THE ANGEL MUSICIANS 
(Hubert and Fan Van Eyck) 


J. A. CROWE AND G. B, CAVALCASELLE 


HE Chapel of the Vydts at Saint Bavon was conse- ; 
crated in 1432 and Van Mander describes the 
“swarms” which came to admire it. There were festive 
days, he adds, on which the people were allowed to enter. 3 
In ordinary times it was closed, and “few but the high f 
born and such as could afford to pay the custos saw it.” : 
That this wonderful performance, when finished and — 
exhibited, should have been looked at with exceptional 
interest is not surprising. It was the finest picture of the 
age in Belgium, remarkable for its perfection of technical 
handling, and eminently calculated to captivate a public 
full of the fervour of religion. When open it represented 
the sacrifice of Christ, and the triumph of the Church 
militant. When closed it displayed in prominent positions — 
the portraits of the donors. That such a picture should 
receive minute and special attention is evident. 3 
In the centre of the altar-piece, and on a panel which 
overtops all the others, the noble and dignified figure of 
Christ sits enthroned in the prime of manhood with a short — 
black beard, a broad forehead, and black eyes. On his 
head is the white tiara, ornamented with a profusion of © 
diamonds, pearls, and amethysts. Two dark lappets, fall 
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on either side of the grave and youthful face. “The throne 
of black damask is embroidered with gold; the tiara re- 
lieved on a golden ground covered with inscriptions in 
semicircular lines. Christ holds in his left hand a sceptre 
of splendid workmanship, and with two fingers of his right 
hand he gives his blessing to the world. The gorgeous red 
mantle which completely enshrouds his form is fastened at 
the breast by a large jewelled brooch. The mantle itself is 
bordered with a double row of pearls and amethysts. The 
feet rest on a golden pedestal, carpeted with black, and on 
the dark ground, which is cut into perspective squares by 
lines of gold, lies a richly-jewelled open-worked crown, 
emblematic of martyrdom. This figure of the Redeemer 
is grandly imposing; the mantle, though laden with 
precious stones, in obedience to a somewhat literal inter- 
pretation of Scripture, falls from the shoulders and over 
the knees to the feet in ample and simple folds. The 
colour of the flesh is powerful, brown, glowing, and full of 
vigour, that of the vestments strong and rich. The hands 
are well drawn, perhaps a little contracted in the muscles, 
but still of startling realism. On the right of Christ, the 
Virgin sits in her traditional robe of blue; her long fair 
hair, bound to the forehead by a diadem, flowing in waves 
down her shoulders. With most graceful hands she holds 
a book, and pensively looks with a placid and untroubled 
eye into space. On the left of the Eternal, St. John the 
Baptist rests, long haired and bearded, austere in expression, 
~ splendid in form, and covered with a broad, flowing, green, . 
drapery, On the spectator’s right of St. John the Bapti si | 
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St. Cecilia, in a black brocade, plays on an oaken organ 
supported by three or four angels with viols and harps, 
On the left of the Virgin, a similar but less beautiful group 
of singing choristers stand in front of an oaken desk, the 
foremost of them dressed in rich and heavy red brocade, 
All the singing and playing angels have light wavy hair, 
bound over the head by cinctures of precious stones. 
Their dresses are profusely ornamented, somewhat heavy 
in texture and angular in fold. A prevailing red tone in 


the shadow of the flesh tints makes it doubtful whether — 


they are executed by the same hand as the Christ, but the 
comparative want of power and harmony in the colour of 


these panels may be caused by restoring, and a few outlines 
which are slightly weakened may owe this blemish toa 


similar cause. 


On the spectator’s right of St. Cecilia once stood the 
naked figure of Eve, now removed to the Brussels Museum — 


—a figure upon which the painter seems to have concen- 
trated all his knowledge of perspective as applied to the 
human form and its anatomical development. It would be 
too much to say that Hubert rises to the conception of an 


ideal of beauty. The-head is over large, the body pro- 


trudes, and the legs are spare, but the mechanism of the 
limbs and the shape of the extremities are rendered with 
truth and delicacy, and there is much power in the colour 
ing of the flesh. 


Counterpart to Eve, and once on the left side of the 
Picture, Adam is equally remarkable for correctness’ of pro- 
portion and natural realism. Here again the master’s a 
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science in optical perspective is conspicuous, and the 
height of the figure above the eye is fitly considered. 

Christ, by his position, presides over the sacrifice of the 
Lamb as represented in the lower panels of the shrine.’ 
The scene of the sacrifice is laid in a landscape formed of 
green hills receding in varied and pleasing lines from the 
foreground to the extreme distance. A Flemish city, 
meant, no doubt, to represent Jerusalem, is visible chiefly 
in the background to the right; but churches and monas- 
teries, built in the style of the early edifices of the 
Netherlands and Rhine countries, boldly raise their domes 
and towers above every part of the horizon, and are sharply 
defined on a sky of pale grey gradually merging into a 
deeper hue. The trees, which occupy the middle ground, 
are not of high growth, nor are they very different in 
colour from the undulating meadows in which they stand. 
They are interspersed here and there with cypresses, and 
on the left is a small date-palm. The centre of the picture 
is all meadow and green slope, from a foreground strewed 
with daisies and dandelions to the distant blue hills. 

In the very centre of the picture a square altar is hung 
. with red damask and covered with a white cloth. Here 
stands a lamb, from whose breast a stream of blood issues 
into a crystal glass. Angels kneel round the altar with 
Patti-coloured wings and variegated dresses, many of them 
Praying with joined hands, others holding aloft the em- 
blems of the Passion, two in front waving censers. From 
a slight depression of the ground to the right a little behind 


See Great Pictures, (New York, 1199), 154. 
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the altar a numerous band of female saints is issuing, all in 
rich and varied costumes, fair hair floating over their shoul- 
ders, and palms in their hands; foremost may be noticed 
St. Barbara with the tower and St. Agnes. From a similar 
opening on the left, popes, cardinals, bishops, monks, and 
minor clergy advance, some holding croziers and crosses, 
others palms. 

Looking at this beautiful altar-piece in its totality, we 
have to consider that it was the work of two artists and 
their assistants, of Hubert, who, no doubt, composed, 
arranged, and partly executed it, of John and his journey- 
men who finished it. The portraits of the two brothers 
are found on one of the panels; are they done by the 
elder or by the younger brother? What part is Hubert 
most likely to have finished first? Surely the upper, which 
comprises the Saviour, the Virgin, St. John, and our first 
parents; yet when looking at the band of hermits in the 
lower course, the display of power seems as great as in the 
best portions of the upper, and greater than is to be found 
in any of the pictures produced by John Van Eyck alone. 
Hubert incepit, John perfecit ; that is the sum total of our 
knowledge. By nicely comparing the merits of the several 
pieces, we come to -the conclusion that John carried out 
the panel of the Lamb with some of the groups at its sides, 
and most of the outer faces; but it would be too much to 
say that Hubert was not instrumental in laying out and 
beginning some even of these. 

The unity of religious thought which comes to its dis- 
play in this masterpiece is marred by curious disproportions: 
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The idea of divine power conveyed by contrasting the 
larger size of Christ, Mary, and John with the smaller 
statue of the angels or Adam and Eve, is more of earth 
than of heaven, and hardly conducive to a fine general 
effect. Our feeling for uniformity is affected by figures 
reduced in the lower course to one-third of the height of 
those in the upper. There is something essentially of this 
world in the realism which depicts the Saviour in a room 
with a chequered floor, and the angels of paradise as chor- 
isters in an organ loft. It is a mistake into which the Van 
Eycks have fallen to suppose that the notion of spiritual 
might is inseparable from rigidity of attitude and gaze, or 
that the radiance of God can be fitly and exclusively em- 
bodied in gorgeous raiment and costly jewels; but, taking 
realism as the necessary portion of the Fleming, it is a 
pleasure to admire the regular forms, the grave and solemn 
face of Christ, the mild serenity of Mary, and the rugged 
force of the Baptist. 

There is great if not perfect harmony of lines and of 
parts in the composition of the adoration of the Lamb, 
and no picture in the Flemish school of the Fifteenth Cen- 
tury more completely and fully combines the laws of appro- 
Priate distribution. The human framework is mostly well 
Proportioned, appropriate in movement and immediate in 
action. Without selection, if tried by the purest standards, 
the nude as displayed in Adam and Eve would satisfy the 
canons of a not too critical taste. It is studied as to shape 
an place, natural, and carefully wrought in features, articu- 
lations, and extremities. Outlines of such clearness. and 
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firmness were only possible to men fully cognizant of 
anatomy ; they are never too strongly emphasized, except 
where the artists try their utmost to be true to the model, 
Expression, chastened and serene in some of the more ideal 
figures, is seldom free from vulgarity in those of a lower 
clay; and if plainness of face does not repel us in a 
St. Christopher, it is strikingly out of place in the Virgin 
or in angels. Drapery is often unequal,—at times ample 
and telling of the under shapes, as in the Eternal and the 
hermits; at times broken, as in the brocades of the chor- 
isters; or angular, piled, and superabundant, as in the 
Annunciation. 

As landscapists, the Van Eycks are not only faultless, 
they are above all praise. The landscapes give that unity 
to the composition which it ought to have derived solely 
from the proper arrangement of the groups. Grand and 
harmonious lines unite the various parts together, and the 
beauty of the distances contrasts with the figures to the 
disadvantage of the latter. The feeling for depth which 
pervades the altar-piece is one of its chief attractions. To 
a certain extent the Van Eycks possessed the rules of 
linear perspective, but the want of its abstract scientific 
Principles is but too evident in the Agnus Dei. They 
corrected this want of science by the most judicious and 
admirable use of aérial perspective. They deceived the 
eye by subtly melting tints, so as to interpose air between 
the spectator and the receding distances ; they thus rivalled 
nature in her most beautiful gifts, and achieved what we 
Prize in the very best of the later Dutch. Tp Wa 
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light round their figures so as to relieve them upon each 
other or upon the landscape; they projected their shadows 
with consummate art, showing themselves possessed of a 
quality unknown to the followers of their school, rare 
in the Fifteenth Century, and attained in the Sixteenth 
only by artists of the highest powers. The panel of 
St. Christopher may be taken as an example of their skill 
in melting tones to the extreme horizon. That of the 
hermits—a well ordered composition—represents figures 
under leafy overhanging trees, yet preserving their due 
position in the landscape. The interior of the 4nnuncia- 
tion—too small for the figures—is kept in focus by the 
subtle arrangement of tints and the dexterous play of 
sun through a window, whilst the sense of subdued light 
in a room is rendered in the whitish tones of the flesh. 

The true excellence of the Van Eycks is their excellence 
as colourists. Their picture is in respect of tone perfectly 
beautiful. Some panels are doubtless finer than others, 
but the variation in colour is less marked than the varia- 
tions in drawing. The general intonation is powerful, of 
a brown reddish tinge, full of light yet in a low key,— 
technically considered, of a full body copiously used, with 
a rich vehicle and great blending. 

The labour of the brush is not visible, but the skin and 
complexions have the polish of bronze. The brightest 
lights and the shadows of flesh are high in surface. 
The whole is treated with great breadth of chiaros- 
Curo, yet at times with minute detail. In some parts indeed 
the detail is carried out to the detriment of the mass. “The 
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draperies are more thickly laid in than the flesh, and the 
shadows of the folds project from the panel; the touch is 
everywhere decisive and the accessories are modelled in 
relief. Important as a test of the perfection, to which the 
new system of painting had been brought in the Nether- 
lands is the fact that no portion of the altar-piece gives evi- 
dence of experimental or tentative handling. The parts 
are all treated in the same way ; the pigments are mixed 
with oil vehicle and used with a freedom which bespeaks 
consummate practice. It is a strange vagary of history 
that of two painters who lived for a quarter if not for half a 
century, the works should remain wholly unknown to us 
till a period when their style had reached its final expan- 
sion. Here are two artists who mastered the most interest- 
ing problem of any age, who invented a medium subverting 
the old ones in use throughout the world, and yet of whose 
invention we only know the aim and the results. Of the 
pictures in which they first emancipated themselves from 
the traditions of the guilds not a trace; all the preliminary 
steps by which they perfected their discovery are obliterated. 
To which of the two masters shall we ascribe the trials first 
made to replace the old method by a new one; in what 


respect did the latter differ from the former? To answet — 


these questions with authority is unfortunately beyond the 
power of any writer not furnished with better materials than 
those at present in existence; but we shall observe in the 
first place that John Van Eyck who lived much later and 
holds a more brilliant position in our eyes than Hu rt, 
also favoured by fortune in this, that though the g 
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scarcely closed upon him before he was forgotten by his 
countrymen, he was remembered by men in distant lands 
who were not content to know that he had existed, but who 
committed the fact to paper and so handed it down to pos- 
terity. 





LA BELLE JARDINIERE 
(Raphael!) 


F. A, GRUYER 


FTER having transported us into the seraphic and 
infernal realms, Raphael conducts us into the do- 


mains of the Virgin and the Infant Jesus, which he has 


made his own special property. In fact, it is there that he 
has particularly planted his standard; there he is the maste 
of masters; and there we can follow him from one end ol 
his life to another. From the Virgin Connestabile (1503 
the Sistine Madonna (1519) what a magnificent devel 
ment there is of the same thought!. This thought, evel 
diverse and ever new, is expressed again and again by him 
without ever being repeated. Unfortunately none of his 
Umbrian Madonnas (such as the Virgin of the Solly Coll 
tion, the Countess Alfani’s Virgin, or the Virgin Connesta 
- so naively moved with the chaste emotions of youth, is 

















be found in the Salm Carré, and vain also would be 
search for one of those Florentine virgins so ten 
blooming under the spring-tide influences of the first 
journing in Tuscany, such as the Grand Duke's } 
Lord Cowper’s Virgin, or the Ansidei Madonna. The 
_ Fardinitre takes us to the close of the year 1507, ori 
the early months of the year 1508, when Raphael, 4 
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acquired what he wanted to learn from Florence, aspires 
towards Rome, where his genius is to soar to its highest 
pitch. The Belle fardiniére is the song par excellence of 
this pastoral symphony, the harmonious preludes of which 
are the Virgin in the Meadow and the Virgin with the Finch. 
It follows in their train and forms almost the conclusion of 
one of the important chapters in the master’s life. 

The Virgin is seated, three quarters full to the left, be- 
tween the Infant Jesus and the little St. John: she has 
ceased looking at her book that still lies open and apparently 
forgotten on her knees. Entirely absorbed in contempla- 
tion of her Son, she is leaning towards him and supporting 
him with both hands. She is as fresh in heart as in coun- 
tenance. Her head is borne gently forward in the direc- 
tion followed by the motion of her body. Her brow is 
serene and fair; her eyes are full of love and suffused with 
sadness; her mouth that wants to smile, notwithstanding 
its Sweetness, assumes an expression that is almost austere. 
A veil of gauze is wound in among her blonde tresses that 
are parted in the middle. Her red robe, embroidered with 
black and laced in front, reveals her neck and a little of her 
shoulders; it would also leave her arms bare, but for yellow 
undersleeves that hide them, A blue mantle thrown over 
her right shoulder falls over and envelops her legs while 
leaving visible her feet, which are bare. This Virgin is 
already far removed from the Madonnas, immobile in their 
Mysticism, that had cradled Raphael’s childhood. We feel 


Nature palpitating within her. In her physiognomy even; _ 


there is something personal and individual that betrays|the 
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living model and makes us suspect a portrait ; but if, before 
this image, our gaze is filled with the charm of life, our 
spirit: is none the less penetrated with emotions of grace, 
The Infant Jesus, entirely naked, is standing in front of the 
Virgin. Standing with both feet upon his mother’s right 
foot, he raises his head towards her and his eyes are 
beaming with love. The head of the Infant Jesus turned 
to the left is almost in profile. Whilst he supports him- 
self against his mother’s knee with his right hand, he : 
stretches out his left hand towards the book in the Virgin's 
lap. It is impossible to imagine a sweeter union or more 
intimate communion between the Virgin and the Bam-— 
bino. Gazing at his mother, Jesus seems to be desirous of 
telling her of the homage he is receiving from his forerun- 
ner. The little St. John, in fact, clad in the fleece of a 
lamb, that falls from his right shoulder and encircles his 
waist, is bending the knee before his master and fervently 
contemplating him. Viewed in profile from the left, and 
with his body bending forwards, he is leaning upon a cross 
of reed which he holds in his right hand. His hair upon 
his brow is waving like flames; his lips are praying and his — 
eye is brilliant with ardour. Nothing can be more moving — 
than the adoration of this little St. John at the sight of the 
truly divine beauty of the Infant Jesus. ‘These three : 
figures, united in the same thought, the same sentiment and 3 
the same love, have each their own separate beauty, and are 
also lovely by a mutual beauty that each sheds over Ge 
others. 


What the picture alone can give is the landscape i 
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ground dominated by the divine group, it is the fresh and 
limpid atmosphere in which dwell the Virgin and the two 
children; it is those beautiful, luminous and profound 
horizons that give birth to hope and promise happiness. 
What a number of things Raphael knows how to get from 
Nature! How he knows how to make her speak to the 
soul, and how lovely she appears to him in the shadows of 
the infinite beauty of the Virgin and the Word! “ Before 
the New Testament,” says Bossuet, ‘the world was only 
atemple for idols.” Thus the Church has attributed to 
the Virgin all the splendours of the regenerated world, and 
popular faith continues through the centuries to féte in 
Mary the dawn of beautiful weather. She is the Lady and 
the Queen of Nature revived by the divine maternity in 
her original dignity. Raphael shows here the Mother of 
the Word modestly seated in the middle of a meadow, in 
which an abundance of plants and flowers are growing. 
Thence arises the name of the Beautiful Gardener by which 
this Picture is generally known. Behind the Virgin, the 
planes slope harmoniously, succeeding one another without 
brusque transitions, and gradually leading on the eye with- 
out fatigue and with gentle modulations to the distant 
horizon bathed in light. To the left, a few trees rise 
lightly into the air. Farther away we perceive groves, 
buildings and a lake that leads on its opposite shore to a 
city situated on the banks of limpid waters. Then come 
blue mountains covered with eternal snow, the summits of 
which are lost in the sky. How small everything is.in 
comparison with these great works of God! In them-we ~ 
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see simplicity with the grandeur, the abundance, the pro- 
fusion and the inexhaustible riches that have cost only one 
word, and that one word sustains. So many beautiful 
objects only show themselves and attract our eyes in order 
to direct our gaze to their incomparably more beautiful 
author. For if men, enchanted with the beauty of the sun 
and the whole world, have been so transported as to make 
gods of them, how is it that they have not thought how far 
more beautiful must be He who has created them and who 
is the father of all beauty ? 

In the work of Raphael, this picture is the achieved 
image of the spring-time of life, the last word of combined 
Umbrian and Florentine aspirations. Under its grace and 
charm lies something austere. The idea of death, and 
death upon the cross, however veiled it may be, leaves a 
somewhat profound impress on the enchantment of this 
religious idyll. 

Does not this picture, that translates the truest sentiments 
in the clearest form, seem to be the product of an almost 
involuntary impulse and a spontaneous outburst? Does 
not such splendour spring forth of itself as water gushes 
from a spring? One might believe so, and yet genius 
alone does not suffice to give birth to masterpieces; patient 
study of Nature and prolonged effort of thought are also 
requisite. Nothing can escape the law of labour;—not 
even Raphael. This is proved by the preliminary sketches 
‘for this picture of the Belle Fardinitre. Let us look at one 
owned by the Louvre Museum. Here we find Raphael in 


the presence of the living model at the moment’in which 
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his idea, after already ripe reflection, assumes its almost 
final form especially with regard to the Virgin. The 
maiden, or the young matron, who serves the painter as a 
model is clothed in a tunic that allows nothing to be lost of 
the action of the entire figure. The adjustment of the 
bodice is almost the same as in the picture. Freed of its 
mantle, the figure appears in all its natural elegance. The 
shoulders are more sloping; the breast is not so full; the 
suppleness of the figure is better felt, as well as the beauti- 
ful lines of the hips, and the action of the arms that is so 
full of abandon. The legs are bare to above the knees. 
Although they were to be draped in the picture, Raphael 
wanted to take precise note of their forms, and with one 
stroke of his pen he has drawn one of those inimitable lines 
that of themselves alone are sufficient to reveal a master. 
The relations that the three figures bear to one another in 
the picture are not found in the sketch. The Virgin has 
her head turned towards St. John and is looking at him in- 
stead of at Jesus; whilst the latter instead of gazing at his 
mother bends towards St. John who is kneeling in front of 
him. This design therefore almost reproduces the idea 
already expressed in the Madonna painted for Taddeo 
Taddei (the Madonna in the Meadow) and in the Madonna 
painted for Lorenzo Nasi (the Madonna with the Finch). 
The eye of the spectator, following in the sketch the gaze 
of the Virgin and of the Bambino, is directed to St. John; 
whilst, in the picture, it is upon the Infant Jesus that all 
eyes are concentrated, as upon the hearth whence the light 
emanates. Without doubt, other sketches had preceded — 





74 LA BELLE JARDINIERE 


this one, as others followed it. They show what'a masterly | 
gradation the painter’s idea passed through, and how the 
picturesque expression increased by being simplified; that 
is to say, by advancing more and more towards perfection, 
The Belle Fardinitre belongs to Raphael’s last stay in 
Florence. This is incontestable, since Raphael has signed 
and dated his picture on the border of the Virgin’s robe. 
According to Vasari’s commentators, the Belle Fardiniire 
was ordered from Raphael by Messer Filippo Sergardi, a 
Siennese noble, from whom Francis I. purchased it. What 
is certain is that Father Dan mentions it in the Trésors des 
Merveilles de Fontainebleau in 1652, and that Bailly men- 
tions it in the Inventaire des tableaux du Roy in 1709. 
From the Cabinet des Médailles, at Versailles, it passed to | 
the Louvre, and justice has been done to it by giving it a 
place of honour in the Salon Carré. | 
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INNOCENT X. 
(Velasquez) 


HENRY JOUIN 


LORENCE has the Uffizi, and the Louvre has the 
Salon Carré, but the Doria Palace attracts its visitors 
by the portrait of Innocent X. A picture presumably by 
Raphael, some authentic works by Fra Bastiano del Piombo, 
Quentin Matsys and Hans Memling call for attention not 
far from the image of Gio-Battista Panfili, elected successor 
to Urbain VIII. Sept. 15, 1644; but none eclipses the 
work of Velasquez. 
This canvas is celebrated beyond all others. It is not 
_ comparable, however, to Raphael’s portrait of Leo X. or to 
Titian’s of Paul III. Velasquez, pintor de camara, the 
special painter of Philip IV., a man without a rival, per- 
haps, in the stern and easy translation of nature, never 
knew that mental anguish, that glorious supplication of the 
artist who pursues the ideal. Such was not really the aim 
that Velasquez imposed upon himself. He loved nature, 
he fed upon her, penetrating her most hidden secrets, and 
surrounding everything with elevated thought ; distinction 
and nobility were to him native virtues. But if he tried to 
Produce the illusion of reality,—that was his only ambition. 
He showed the character of his model; he wished to 
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reproduce it with the rarest science; but as for the 
interpretation of a visible form to that which consti- 
tutes the creative faculty of the painter, Velasquez pays 




















no heed. 

However, if we take him in his own domain without 
asking him to pass its boundaries, the painter of Philip IV, 
is a master that no one has surpassed. The accent, the 
brilliancy, the movement, the life, and the light, all that 
is imposing or that radiates by effect, magnificence, and 
a picturesque style finds in Velasquez a man always 
clever in mingling the tones with quantity and suitable 
euphony. 

Let us proceed. Such an artist deserves to be stud 
Who was his master? The biographers name the savage 
Herrera the Elder, then the amiable Pacheco. 

But we are not mistaken in saying that the young painter 
followed Poussin’s methods. Do you remember the anec- 
dote? Vigneul-Marville relates it. “I saw him often,” 
he wrote of Poussin, “ among the ruins of ancient Rom : 
in the country, or upon the banks of the Tiber, sketchi 
a landscape that pleased him, and I have met him with his 
handkerchief filled with stones, moss or flowers which he 
carried home to paint after nature.” Vigneul-Marville adds 
that one day he was bold enough to ask Poussin by what 
means he had reached perfection. And Poussin replied: 
“T have neglected nothing.” os 

No one has told us that Velasquez has giyen the 
same testimony, but Céan Bermudez has shown him to us, : 
applying himself to the painting of birds, fish, rit -ond ‘ 
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VELASQUEZ: 
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flowers. Are we then so far removed from the stones and 
moss that Poussin endeavoured to render with his brush? 
Nature so untiringly interrogated and scrutinized in the 
smallest details, was, in reality, the instructor of Velasquez. 
He remained her attentive, patient and persistent pupil. A 
renown, undisputed for two centuries, has rewarded him for 
this cult of nature. 

We may assume that the certainty of touch that dis- 
tinguishes him came from Herrera. As for Pacheco, whose 
daughter Juana he married when he was but twenty-two, he 
was not without his value. About 1620, Pacheco’s studio 
seems to have been something like those of Horace Vernet 
and Pradier in our time. The painters, poets and story- 
writers of Seville congregated there. Cervantes was a con- 
stant visitor. Why should Velasquez not have acquired or 
developed there the moral qualities, the distinction of man- 
ner, and the polished mind that made him liked by Philip 
IV. and the eminent men of his time? 

Having come from Seville to Madrid at the age of twenty- 
three, Velasquez scarcely had time to paint a single portrait 
before the king asked him to represent him on horseback in 
the country. The painter acquitted himself of the king’s 
command with so much cleverness that he made a lasting 
conquest of that prince’s good favour. His high fortune 
never puffed him up. The masterpieces that he produced 
without any apparent effort are numerous, but it does not 
seem that the painter was conceited about them. He con- 
tinued kind and appreciative of the merits of others. Have.’ 
we not in the Louvre, by Velasquez, the portraits of -thir- 
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teen personages grouped upon the same canvas, and who: 
. are supposed to be artists of merit, friends and contempo- 
raries of the painter? He himself is represented among his 
peers, and Murillo, his pupil, is beside him. 
Rubens came to Madrid. He brought some presents to 
Philip IV. from the Duke of Mantua. Curious coincidence 
__the master of ceremonies in the royal chamber was no 








other than Velasquez. That is how the two masters came 
into contact. They became friends at the first ee 
Rubens asked the king’s painter about the Italian masters. 
Velasquez had never travelled except from Seville to Mad- 
rid. Rubens begged his friend to see Titian, Correggio a 
Raphael. And are not these two the descendants of those 
divine men? Velasquez followed Rubens’s advice: he left 
for Venice, Parma and Ferrara. In Rome Urban VII. 
offered him the hospitality of the Vatican. His trip wasa 
triumph, but the vogue that he enjoyed and the honours 
that he received did not distract him from his art. This 
master copied masters. He made himself a disciple. The 
days that he devoted to the works of Raphael and Tintoret 
were too short. From time to time, however, veal 
turned from those works that absorbed him and ~“ 


















are Velasquez. Italy fascinated him without subtract 
from his personal qualities. . 

Hereturned. The restless Philip IV. was contented | 
painter was still his painter. He heaped titles, atte! 
and friendship upon him. During this time Velasque ue 
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accumulating fine works in the king’s palaces; he was the 
portrait-painter of the court and of the grandees of Spain. 
From fifteen to eighteen years of the master’s life thus 
elapsed. Uninterrupted labour assured him repeated suc- 
cesses. Suddenly news was noised abroad that Paris was 
about to endow a royal academy of painting. Philip IV. 
got excited. He was not willing to be outdistanced by 
Anne of Austria and Mazarin in the domain of art. Spain 
‘should have her Academy. Pictures by great masters, 
antiques and rare treasures capable of forming the taste of 
students and of the public must ornament the rooms of the 
projected institute. But who shall be the man of taste and 
knowledge to select these treasures in the country of all 
wealth,—Italy ? Velasquez is the one ambassador capable 
of managing successfully the difficult negotiation meditated 
by the King of Spain. The court painter sailed from 
Malaga in November, 1648. They dropped anchor at 
Genoa. Velasquez again saw Venice, Milan, Parma, and 
Modena. Travelling about, he acquired treasures and tried 
to persuade the famous painters that he met to accompany 
him to Spain. In 1630, he had asked thirteen of the great- 
est artists of the period—among whom was our Poussin—to 
€xecute a work for his master, the king. Let us emphasize 
this trait. It shows a man who suspects no envy and who 
delights in bringing the works of his rivals to light in his 
own country. At Modena, he was received with magnifi- 
cence. It was then that Velasquez made up his mind to 
avoid ovations by travelling incognito; and the painter of 
Philip IV. escaped in a stage to Naples. 





80 INNOCENT X. 


Informed of Velasquez’s presence upon Italian soil, Inno 
cent X. called himto Rome. In vain was the artist dismayed. 
by triumphs. The urgent demands of the Pope would not _ 
permit the artist to keep him waiting. He arrived, Te 
entertainments began. The pontiff, and following his ex- : 
ample, the cardinals disputed the honour of having him, 4 
However, the brilliancy of these tiresome receptions, te 
marbles and the canvases that Velasquez, as a clever nego- 
tiator, acquired for his prince, the painters, the sculptors 
and the workers in bronze, who, fascinated by his speech, 





















followed him to Spain,—in a word, the complete success 
of his delicate mission remain eclipsed in renown ee 
portrait that he painted at the Vatican. ° 

It is not a portrait, it is a symphony. The picture a- 
companying these lines renders it unnecessary to describe the 
pose of Innocent X. But that which this picture does not 
show, that which one always remembers, if he has seen 
the work of Velasquez in the second gallery of the Doria 
Palace and of which we must speak, is the colour of this 
strange and marvellous portrait. The Pope, himself very 
ruddy, wears upon his head the red clementine; the camail 
is red; red also the armchair and the draperies of the back 
ground. Is the carfvas then a monochrome? You would 
neverthink so. The painter of Philip 1V. seized the nuances 
and knew how to combine tones with a boldness of touchin 
defiance of rules. The drapery forming the background is 
damask of an old-fashioned garnet; upon this backg' 
stand out the cap and the ruby-coloured camail, but till 
brilliant is the face of Innocent X. the almost glowidg 
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ness of which dominates the whole picture. Life, a life 
intense, vibrates beneath this mask, where artfulness and 
some hardness are not absent. ‘The fine and compressed 
lips attest the blood of the personage; the large forehead 
is that of a man of thought. The aristocratic hands are 
life itself; the tapering fingers, lightly fidgeting upon the 
white material of the rochet, make one think of the claws 
of a bird. But the flexible cheeks, of rich red and white, 
showing strength and exuberance and the brilliant, domina- 
ting and incisive eye are treated with an authoritative art 
and create illusion. Such is, in reality, the result of the 
painter’s stratagem. Velasquez carried to its farthest point 
the perception of the real, and this rare faculty has made 
him the prince of naturalists. The eye is still further de- 
ceived on account of the setting the owners of the portrait 
of Innocent X. have used of late years. The canvas is 
exhibited upon a dais, at the extremity of a long gallery, 
and just as far as you can see it, the pontiff fixes his hawk’s 
eye upon you and follows your every movement. This is 
not an effigy that engages your attention, it is a man who 
is sitting down yonder and is watching you. 

Palomino relates that Philip IV., entering Velasquez’s 
studio one day when the painter was about to finish the 
portrait of the great admiral, Adrian Pulido Pareja: “ You 
here,” said the king walking straight up to the picture, 
“what are you doing here? Did I not give you command 
of the fleet ? Why are you not at your post ?” Then 
turning towards the painter: ‘* My son,” said the king; 
“you have deceived me.” If Philip IV. had found himself 
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at Rome in 1648, when the portrait of Innocent } 
the honour of a procession and coronation by ac 
of the enthusiastic people, he would have pros 
self to place his lips upon the Pope’s toe. 








BANQUET OF ARQUEBUSIERS 
(Frans Hals) 


HENRY HAVARD 


DO not know if it would be possible to experience in 
I a matter of art, an impression at once more singular 
- and disquieting than that felt by a stranger visiting Haarlem 
for the first time. He has hardly left the railway before he 
seems to have entered into a sleeping town. The Kruis- 
straat opens before him, a long and absolutely deserted per- 
spective. To right and left, the empty streets offer to 
the caressing sunlight their brick pavements, so neat and 
bright that it seems as if they cannot have been trodden 
upon for many years. ‘The slimy waves of the canals that 
he crosses by means of neat little bridges appear to sleep 
in the shadow of the great beeches. In proportion as he 
approaches the centre of the village, this strange feeling of 
isolation and this impression of solitude become more in- 
tense. After having fathomed with his glance the depths 
of the Market Place and he raps with the knocker of the 
Stadbuis, it seems to him that he is in the land of the 
Sleeping Beauty. But the door turns silently upon its 
hinges. A mute personage admits and precedes him. Fol- 
lowing him, our visitor ascends several steps, and immedi- 
ately finds himself opposite the pictures of Frans Hals,— 
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that is to say before an exuberance of noisy and diss 
life. 
Never was there produced a more striking and imp 
ive contrast. With a perplexed mind, one asks if 
pictures of wild life could have been produced in this ve 
proper and curiously drowsy city, and if the painter has : 
traduced nature outrageously. No, Frans Hals has tradi 
nothing. He did nothing but translate joyously what 
eyes rested upon; for, during the first years of the § ve 
teenth Century, Haarlem bore very little resemblance tc 
pleasant and soporific town through which we have. ju 
walked. : 
Then it was a brilliant agglomeration, surrounded 
solid. ramparts and animated with warlike and que 
sentiments, and, consequently, was just as noisy as it 
quiet, and as wide-awake as it is now somnolent. . 
Saint-Bavon, so solitary to-day, bursts of loud 12 
made the windows of the taverns and gaming-houses 
The Pelican, the Golden Grape, the Bastard Pip 
Rhine, the Draw-Net, and the Golden Fleece, suc 
one another with an assortment of dandies of ever 
and appearance, and overflowed with thirsty custot 
came in to moisten. their mirth under the shadow 
gigantic signs. Everywhere there reigned an assidu 
fecund activity. It was really from 1570 to 16; 
most of the public edifices that adorn the town— 
gateways, the town-hall, and market were built, as 
the greater number of the pleasing houses who 
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of stone, stand out with their toothed gables from the 
sky. © 

Haarlem, at this far-away period, was above all a home 
of art and great intellectual work. The heroic siege that 
she had so valiantly supported in 1572, had made her name 
known throughout the whole of Europe. Her Chambers 
of Rhetoric were celebrated throughout the Low Countries. 
In the domain of painting, she remembered with pride the 
friendship that had united Thierry Bouts and Jan van Eyck, 
and took care not to forget the rank that the Haarlem 
painters, Aalbert van Oudewater and Geraard van Sint- 
Tans, held among the forerunners of Dutch art. Finally, 
she claimed for another of her children, Laurent Coster, 
the invention of printing. This was more than was even 
necessary to assure the renown of an active and valiant 
city. Then when, after the religious wars, the Flemings 
began to emigrate towards the north, those who prided 
themselves upon art and literature, took by choice the route 
to Haarlem. It was there that Van de Veldes, Goltzius, 
Karel van Mander, who was to become, in consequence, 
the master of Frans Hals, and Frans Hals himself 
settled. 

The latter was not really born in Haarlem. His father, 
Pieter Hals, belonged, it is true, to an old family of the 
country; and had indeed been alderman of the town, 
which he left for some reason that nobody knows. He 
settled in F landers, and Frans was born in Antwerp in 
1584. Our painter, however, soon returned to Haarlem, 
apparently about the age of sixteen or seventeen years, for. 
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Van Mander with whom he studied for three or four years 3 
left the Low Country about 1603 and died about 1606, 
What influence did the brilliant personality of Van 
Mander exercise upon the talent of our artist? No one 
would ever think of settling this. A scholar fascinated by 
everything Italian, an amateur of classic antiquity raised 
by the Renaissance into the cult of Form, in the usage of 
emblems, and an admirer of obscure allegories and jeux 
d’esprit, Van Mander was not merely contented with be- 
ing a “distinguished” painter. Poet and Jittérateur, he had 
translated Homer, Ovid and Virgil, and had written some 
esthetic treatises and biographies of the painters of his day. 
Beyond the instruction in the technique of an art which he 
possessed to its depths, what effect would this disciple of 
the Rhetoricians have upon an artist of such an astounding 
personality as Frans Hals, upon so bold a painter, disdain- 
ful of old formule and engrossed beyond all else in pee 
ceiving and fixing the vibrant realities of life in their most — 
evanescent manifestations ? 
Very well! Frans Hals owes perhaps to this old master : 
one of his most precious qualities,—that attractive and gal- 












lant humour that each knew how to preserve under the 
hardest trials, and which, with our painter not only tte 
umphed over the material difficulties of a life often pl 
carious, but also above that Calvinistic prudery, that studied 
gravity, and that outward formality for which the Dutch 
have invented the name Deftigheid, which has no equ 
in any other language. Lay 
It is to this gay, indefatigable humour that he owes. 
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perfect eclecticism and that determined resolution to seize 
everywhere life as it offered itself to his eyes without 
prejudice, and without distinction or cultivation, and with- 
out exclusive preferences. Rich lords and prisoners for 
debts, ladies of high degree and repulsive shrews, Catholic 
priests and Protestant ministers, grave historians and ad- 
venturers, civic guardsmen and frequenters of taverns, 
patrons of hospitals and unfortunates of all habits,—his 
brush was always eager to give the same attention to each. 
He was as ready to caress the disgusting Hille-Bobe as 
the lovely young lady of Beresteyn. He showered im- 
mortality upon criminal buffoons, and rotten-toothed swag- 
gerers, with the same care and the same joy that he fixed 
for posterity the features of Voetius or Descartes. 

But it seems as if I am wandering, it is not a study of 
Frans Hals that is wanted of me, not an analysis of his 
vigorous talent, but a simple description of his picture. 
It is true that this work is one of the most interest- 
ing that the Seventeenth Century has produced and that 
it occupies a particularly important place in the life of the 
master. It is the largest, and perhaps the most beautiful 
of his “ civic” pictures. 

This great canvas, which measures 2 metres by 3™, 30, 
contains no less than fourteen figures, all of magnificent 
carriage, of marvellous life and character, of a striking 
resemblance, where are to be found portrayed with a rare 
Precision, not only the features of each personage, but his 
character, his temperament, his condition and his age., It 
is indeed this astonishing resemblance which imprints, upon 
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this picture its true distinction; for it was not in the mind 
of the painter, nor in his intention, to make a page 


of history. He wished simply to paint a collection of — 


portraits. 





All these handsome lords are citizen soldiers. Instead : 


of being represented at the table, as was the custom of the _ 


time, they asked the painter to reproduce their likenesses in 
the garden of their place of reunion—their Doelen, Each — 


one posed alone, and wished not only to be painted to the 


life, but in the position and place assigned to him in the — 
company according to fortune and rank; and the painter — 


has naively and faithfully conformed to that singular re- 





quest. Therefore, notice how each of these pacific heroes 


is here on his own account. Even those who are con- 


versing address themselves to the spectator, exactly like 
actors at the theatre. Several of them are speaking, but : 
not one of them listens, being absorbed in his own réle and 











paying no attention to that of his neighbour. The result 


of this singular arrangement is that the composition lacks 
unity. Cut the canvas in two, just beyond the handsome 


lieutenant, Johan Schatter, who, standing up, with his hand : 
upon his heart, seems to be addressing some burning decla- : 
Fation to an unknown lady visitor, and you will have two — 
distinct pictures, each Possessing its elements of any ae 


ing and each presenting its individual interest. 
What contribute, moreover, to giving this work its sig-, 
pes are the — placed over each of the — 
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qualities of these handsome personages. This vast canvas 
upon which triumphant vanity is so pompously exhibited 
might have been frightfully ridiculous. Imagine a reunion 
of national guards under the reign of Louis Philippe inter- 
preted by a contemporary painter! But MM. the Kihve- 
mers presented themselves before an artist of genius, and 
their portraits make an imperishable chef d’cuvre. 

This great scene, disconnected as a composition, is really 
incomparable in its unity and harmony of colour. With- 
out being any freer than he is in many other of his works, 
—and no one could say that the Graces have been invoked 
for it,—the bold and ingenious touch of the painter shows 
itself here lighter and more careful than usual. The 
modelling is more supple, softer, and less brutal. The per- 
Sonages, magnificently posed and sumptuously clothed in 
their multicoloured doublets, their scarfs of orange, white, 
or blue, their large ruffs, their cuffs, their hats, their pikes, 
and their swords, stand out from a background of red roofs 
and sombre verdure, where grey, olive-green and light yel- 
low bring out the values of the more vigorous tones of the 
background. But if all these happy combinations which 
reveal a colourist of the first rank did not exist, the work 
would still be admirable for the glowing life that animates 
all these heads, and for the incomparable way in which the 
hands are treated. And it is thus that a painter of genius 
accomplishes a superb work on a most ungrateful theme 
and one best calculated to discourage his fancy. 


THE SLAVE SHIP 
(Turner) 


JOHN RUSKIN 






















T is not, however, from the shore that Turner usually 
studies his sea. Seen from the land, the curl of 
breakers, even in nature, is somewhat uniform and monoto- 
nous; the size of the waves out at sea is uncomprehen 
and those nearer the eye seem to succeed and resemble 
each other, to move slowly to the beach, and to break i 
the same lines and forms. : 
Afloat even twenty yards from the shore, we receive 
totally different impression. Every wave around us 
pears vast,—every one different from all the rest—and! 
breakers present, now that we see them with their b 
towards us, the grand, extended, and varied lines of et 
ture, which are perfectly expressive both of veloci 
power. Recklessness, before unfelt, is manifested im 
mad, perpetual, changeful, undirected motion, not of 
after wave as it appears from the shore, but of the: 
same water rising and falling. Of waves that succ 
approach and break, each appears to the mind as 
individual, whose part being performed, it perishes, 
succeeded by another; and there is nothing ‘ a 
press us with the idea of restlessness, any more § 
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successive and continuous functions of life and death. But 
it is when we perceive that it is no succession of wave, but 
the same water rising, and crashing, and recoiling, and 
rolling in again in new forms and with fresh fury, that we 
perceive the perturbed spirit and feel the intensity of its 
unwearied rage. ‘The sensation of power is also trebled; 
for not only is the vastness of apparent size much increased, 
but the whole action is different; it is not a passive wave 
rolling sleepily forward until it tumbles heavily, prostrated 
upon the beach, but a sweeping exertion of tremendous and 
living strength, which does not now appear to fall, but to 
burst upon the shore; which never perishes, but recoils 
and recovers. 

Aiming at these grand characters of the Sea, Turner al- 
most always places the spectator, not on the shore, but 
twenty or thirty yards from it, beyond the first range of the 
breakers, as in the Land’s End, Fowey, Dunbar and Laug- 
harne. The latter has been well engraved, and may be 
taken as a standard of the expression of fitfulness and 
power. The grand division of the whole space of the sea 
by a few dark continuous furrows of tremendous swell, 
(the breaking of one of which alone has strewed the rocks 
in front with ruin), furnishes us with an estimate of space 
and strength, which at once reduces the men upon the 
shore to insects; and yet through this terrific simplicity 
there is indicated a fitfulness and fury in the tossing of the 
individual lines, which give to the whole sea a wild, un- 
wearied, reckless incoherency, like that of an enraged multi- 


tude, whose masses act together in frenzy, while not one 
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individual feels as another. Especial attention is oh 
directed to the flatness of all the lines, for the er 
principle holds in sea which we have seen in mountains, 
All the size and sublimity of nature are given not by the : 
height, but by the breadth of her masses: and Turner, by 
following her in her sweeping lines, while he does not lose 
the elevation of its surges, adds in a tenfold degree to their 
power: farther, observe the peculiar expression of weight 
which there is in Turner’s waves, precisely of the same 


kind which we saw in his water-fall. We have not a cut 







ting, springing, elastic line—no jumping or leaping in the 
waves: that is the characteristic of Chelsea Reach of 
Hampstead Ponds in a storm. But the surges roll and 
plunge with such prostration and hurling of their mass 
against the shore, that we feel the rocks are shaking under 
them; and, to add yet more to this impression, observe 
how little, comparatively, they are broken by the wind; 











above the floating wood, and along the shore, we have indie 
cation of a line of torn spray ; but it is a mere fringe along 
the ridge of the surge,—no interference with its gigantic 
body. The wind has no power over its tremendous unity 
of force and weight. Finally, observe how, on the ret 
on the left, the violence and swiftness of the rising wave 
are indicated by precisely the same lines which we saw 
were indicative of fury in the torrent. The water on these 
rocks is the body of the wave which has just broken, rusk 
ing up over them; and in doing so, like the torrent, it 
not break, nor foam, nor part upon the rock, but acco! a 


dates itself to every one of its swells and ho lo : 
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undulating lines, whose grace and variety might alone serve 
us for a day’s study; and it is only where two streams of 
this rushing water meet in the hollow of the rock, that 
their force is shown by the vertical bound of the spray. 

In the distance of this grand picture, there are two waves 
which entirely depart from the principle observed by all the 
rest, and spring high into the air. They have a message 
for us which it is important that we should understand. 
Their leap is not a preparation for breaking, neither is it 
caused by their meeting with a rock. It is caused by their 
encounter with the recoil of the preceding wave. When a 
large surge, in the act of breaking, just as it curls over, is 
hurled against the face either of a wall or of a vertical rock, 
the sound of the blow is not a crash nor a roar; it is a report 
as loud as, and in every respect similar to that of a great 
gun, and the wave is dashed back from the rock with force 
scarcely diminished, but reversed in direction,—it now 
recedes from the shore, and at the instant that it encounters 
the following breaker, the result is the vertical bound of 
both which is here rendered by Turner. Such a recoiling 
wave will proceed out to sea, through ten or twelve ranges 
of following breakers, before it is overpowered. The 
effect of the encounter is more completely and palpably 
given in the Quillebceuf, in the Rivers of France. It is 
peculiarly instructive here, as informing us of the nature 
of the coast, and the force of the waves, far more clearly 
than any spray about the rocks themselyes could have 
done. But the effect of the blow at the shore itself is 
given in the Land’s End, and vignette to Lycidas. Under go 
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favorable circumstances, with an advancing tide under a 
heavy gale, where the breakers feel the shore underneath 
them a moment before they touch the rock, so as to nod 
over when they strike, the effect is nearly incredible, 
except to an eye-witness. I have seen the whole body 







of the wave rise in one white, vertical, broad fountain, 
eighty feet above the sea, half of it beaten so fine as to be 
borne away by the wind, the rest turning in the air when 


exhausted, and falling back with a weight and crash like 










that of an enormous waterfall. This is given most com-— 
pletely in the Lycidas, and the blow of a less violent wave — 
among broken rocks, not meeting it with an absolute wall, 
along the shore of the Land’s End. This last picture isa 
study of sea whose whole organization has been broken up 
by constant recoils from a rocky coast. The Laughame 
gives the surge and weight of the ocean in a gale, ona 
comparatively level shore; but the Land’s End, the enti 
disorder of the surges when every one of them, divided and 





entangled among promontories as it rolls in, and beaten 
back part by part from walls of rock on this side and that 
side, recoils like the defeated division of a great army, 
throwing all behind it into disorder, breaking up the 
succeeding waves into vertical ridges, which in their tum, 












yet more totally shattered upon the shore, retire in m 
hopeless confusion, until the whole surface of the 
becomes one dizzy whirl of rushing, writhing, tortul 
undirected rage, bounding, and crashing, and coiling in 
anarchy of enormous power, subdivided into myriads: 
waves, of which every one is not, be it rem b 
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separate surge, but part and portion of a vast one, actuated 
by internal power, and giving in every direction the 
mighty undulation of impetuous line which glides over the 
rocks and writhes in the wind, overwhelming the one and 
piercing the other with the form, fury, and swiftness of a 
sheet of lambent fire. And throughout the rendering of all 
this, there is not one false curve given, not one which is 
not the perfect expression of visible motion; and the forms 
of the infinite sea are drawn throughout with that utmost 
mastery of art which, through the deepest study of every 
line, makes every line appear the wildest child of chance, 
while yet each is in itself a subject and a picture different 
from all else around. Of the colour of this magnificent 
sea I have before spoken; it is a solemn green grey, (with 
its foam seen dimly through the darkness of twilight), 
modulated with the fulness, changefulness, and sadness of a 
deep, wild melody. 

The greater number of Turner’s paintings of open sea 
belong to a somewhat earlier period than these drawings ; 
nor, generally speaking, are they of equal value. It appears 
to me that the artist had at that time either less knowledge 
of, or less delight in, the characteristics of deep water than 
of coast sea, and that, in consequence, he suffered himself 
to be influenced by some of the qualities of the Dutch sea- 
painters. In particular he borrowed from them the habit 
of casting a dark shadow on the near waves, so as to bring 
out a stream of light behind; and though he did this in a 
more legitimate way than they, that is to say, expressing 
the light by touches on the foam, and indicating the shadow 
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as cast on foamy surface, still the habit has induced much 
feebleness and conventionality in the pictures of the period, 
His drawing of the waves was also somewhat petty ad 
divided, small forms covered with white flat spray, a con 
dition which I doubt not the artist has seen on some of the 
shallow Dutch seas, but which I have never met with my. 
self, and of the rendering of which therefore I cannot speak, 
Yet even in these, which I think among the poorest works 
of the painter, the expressions of breeze, motion, and light, | 
are very marvellous; and it is instructive to compare tl 
either with the lifeless works of the Dutch themselves, or 
with any modern imitations of them, as for instance’ 
the seas of Callcott, where all the light is white and all 
shadows grey, where no distinction is made between w 
and foam, or between real and reflective shadow, and whichare 
generally without evidence of the artists’ having seen the 2 

Some pictures, however, belonging to this period 


real power of the artist. A very important one isi 
possession of Lord Francis Egerton, somewhat heavy h 
forms, but remarkable for the grandeur of distance obtaines 
at the horizon; a much smaller, but more powerful & ui 
is the Port Ruysdael in the possession of E. Bicknell, } 
with which I know of no work at all comparable f 


northern sea, even though the sea is almost subordi 
the awful rolling clouds. Both these pictures pe 
grey. The Pas de Calais has more colour, and s s 
art than either, yet is less impressive. Recent! 
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marines of the same subdued colour have appeared (1843) 
among his more radiant works. One, Ostend, somewhat 
forced and affected, but the other, also called Port Ruysdael, 
is among the most perfect sea pictures he has produced, and 
especially remarkable as being painted without one marked 
opposition either of colour or of shade, all quiet and simple 
even to an extreme, so that the picture was exceedingly 
unattractive at first sight. The shadow of the pier-head on 
the near waves is marked solely by touches indicative of 
reflected light, and so mysteriously that when the picture is 
seen near, it is quite untraceable, and comes into existence 
as the spectator retires. It is thus of peculiar truth and 
value; and instructive as a contrast to the dark shadows of 
his earlier time. 

Few people, comparatively, have ever seen the effect on 
the sea of a powerful gale continued without intermission 
for three or four days and nights, and to those who have 
not, I believe it must be unimaginable, not from the mere 
force or size of surge, but from the complete annihilation 
of the limit between sea and air. The water from its 
prolonged agitation is beaten, not into mere creaming foam, 
but into masses of accumulated yeast,’ which hang in ropes 


1The yeasty waves of Shakespeare have made the likeness familiar, 
and probably most readers take the expression as merely equivalent to 
“foamy”; but Shakespeare knew better. Sea-foam does not, under ordi- 
nary circumstances, last a moment after it is formed, but disappears, as 
above described, in a mere white film. But the foam of a prolonged 
tempest is altogether different ; it is “ whipped” foam,—thick, permanent, 
and, in a foul or discoloured sea, very ugly, especially in the way it hangs 
about the tops of the waves, and gathers into clotted concretions /before 
the driving wind. The sea looks truly working or fermenting. 
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and wreaths from wave to wave, and where one curls over 
to break, form a festoon like a drapery, from its edge; these 
are taken up by the wind, not in dissipating dust, but 
bodily, in writhing, hanging, coiling masses, which make 
the air white and thick as with snow, only the flakes are 
a foot or two long each; the surges themselves are full 






















of foam in their very bodies, underneath, making them 
white all through, as the water is under a great cataract; 
and their masses, being thus half water and half air, are 
torn to pieces by the wind whenever they rise, and carried. 
away in roaring smoke, which chokes and strangles like” 
actual water. Add to this, that when the air has been 
exhausted of its moisture by long rain, the spray of te 
sea is caught by it and covers its surface not merely with 
the smoke of finely divided water, but with boiling mist 
imagine also the low rain-clouds brought down to t 
very level of the sea, as I have often seen them, whirl 
and flying in rags and fragments from wave to wave; % 
finally, conceive the surges themselves in their ut0 
pitch of power, velocity, vastness, and madness, 
themselves in precipices and peaks, furrowed with th 
whirl of ascent, through all this chaos; and you will u 
stand that there is indeed no distinction left between 0 
sea and air; that no object, nor horizon, nor any land 1 
or natural evidence of position is left; that the heay 
all spray, and the ocean all cloud, and that you cans 
farther in any direction than you could see through 4 
ract. Suppose the effect of the first sunbeam sent 
above to show this annihilation to itself, and yoy. b 
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sea picture of the Academy, 1842—the Snow-storm, one 
of the very grandest statements of sea-motion, mist, and 
light that has ever been put on canvas, even by Turner. 
Of course it was not understood; his finest works never 
are; but there was some apology for the public’s not com- 
prehending this, for few people have had the opportunity 
of seeing the sea at such a time, and when they have, can- 
not face it. To hold by a mast or a rock, and watch it, 
is a prolonged endurance of drowning which few people 
have courage to go through. To those who have it is one 
of the noblest lessons of nature. 

But, I think, the noblest sea that Turner has ever 
painted, and, if so, the noblest certainly ever painted by 
man, is that of the Slave Ship, the chief Academy picture 
of the Exhibition of 1840. It is a sunset on the Atlantic 
after prolonged storm; but the storm is partially lulled, — 
and the torn and streaming rain-clouds are moving in 
scarlet lines to lose themselves in the hollow of the night. 
The whole surface of sea included in the picture is divided 
into two ridges of enormous swell, not high, nor local, but 
a low, broad heaving of the whole ocean, like the lifting 
of its bosom by deep drawn breath after the torture of the 
storm. Between these two ridges, the fire of the sunset 
falls along the trough of the sea, dyeing it with an awful 
but glorious light, the intense and lurid splendour which 
burns like gold and bathes like blood. Along this fiery 
path and valley, the tossing waves by which the swell of 
the sea is restlessly divided, lift themselves in dark, indefi- 
nite, fantastic forms, each casting a faint and ghastly 
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shadow behind it along the illumined foam. They = 
rise everywhere, but three or four together in wild gro 
fitfully and furiously, as the under strength of the s 
compels or permits them; leaving between them trea 
ous spaces of level and whirling water, now lighted 
green and lamp-like fire, now flashing back the gold of 
declining sun, now fearfully dyed from above with the in- 
distinguishable images of the burning clouds which fal 
upon them in flakes of crimson and scarlet, and give t 
the reckless waves the added motion of their own fie 
flying. Purple and blue, the lurid shadows of the ho 
breakers are cast upon the mist of the night, which ga 
cold and low, advancing like the shadow of death upon 
guilty’ ship as it labours amidst the lightning of the 
its thin masts written upon the sky in lines of blood, gi 
with condemnation in that fearful hue which signs the 
with horror, and mixes its flaming flood with the sun 
—and cast far along the desolate heave of the sepul 
waves, incarnadines the multitudinous sea. 

I believe if I were reduced to rest Turner’s immon 
upon any single work, I should choose this. Its 
conception—ideal in the highest sense of the word—is b 
on the purest truth, and wrought out with the cont 
knowledge of a life; its colour is absolutely perfect, 
one false or morbid hue in any part or line, and som 
lated that every square inch of canvas is a perfect ¢ 
tion; its drawing as accurate as fearless; the 


1She is a slaver, throwing her slaves overboard. 7 he 
encumbered with corpses. 
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bending, and full of motion; its tones as true as they are 
wonderful;' and the whole picture dedicated to the most 
sublime of subjects and impressions—(completing thus the 
perfect system of all truth, which we have shown to be 
formed by Turner’s works)—the power, majesty, and death- 
fulness of the open, deep, illimitable Sea. 


'There is a piece of tone of the same kind, equal in one part, but not 
so united with the rest of the picture, in the storm scene illustrative of 
the Antiguary,—a sunlight on polished sea. I ought to have particularly 
mentioned the sea in the Lowestoffe, as a piece of the cutting motion of 
shallow water, under storm, altogether in grey, which should be espe- 
cially contrasted, as a piece of colour, with the greys of Vandevelde. And 
the sea in the Great Yarmouth should have been noticed for its expression 
of water in violent agitation, seen in enormous extent from a great eleva- 
tion. There is almost every form of sea in it,—rolling waves dashing on 
the pier—successive breakers rolling to the shore—a vast horizon of mul- 
titudinous waves—and winding canals of calm water along the sands, 
bringing fragments of bright sky down into their yellow waste. There is 
hardly one of the views of the Southern Coast which does not give some 
new condition or circumstance of sea. 


THE MADONNA DELLA SEDIA 
(Raphae/) 


F, A. GRUYER 
ITH the Virgin of the Chair we arrive at the cul- 
minating point of Raphael’s thought. All thatis 


beautiful upon earth is only a veil intended to temper the 
brilliance of eternal beauty. Having reached the apogee 








of his powers, Raphael seems to lift this veil and see G 
face to face. In the Madonna della Tenda, he attempted 
show the Virgin, the Infant Jesus and the little St. John in 
the midst of luxury and magnificence. This attempt, ae 
though a happy one, did not yet completely satisfy him, and 
moreover, he left to one of his pupils the task of doing 
part of it. But almost immediately, he again took up the 
same idea, isolated it still more from the vulgar and acci- 
dental conditions of life, considered it this time as a pute 
abstraction, and, disengaging it from all secondary attrac 
tion, relied upon himself for the task of formulating it 
definitely. The Virgin of the Chair is the product of the 
inspiration of a unique moment, and is like a ray of light 
that marks one of the three summits upon which Raphael 
has placed the Mother of the Word. On the first of these — 
peaks we see the Virgin of the Candelabra; the Firgin f 
the Chair gleams on the second with an even greater splen- 
sonll Neng 5 
ae 


dira Gandhi Nation: 
Centre for the Arts: 















THE MADONNA DELLA SEDIA, 


THE MADONNA DELLA SEDIA 103 


dour; and on the third the Sistine Madonna appears radiant 
with celestial light. 

Seated in a chair (sedia)' one of the posts of which is 
visible, the Virgin holds the Infant Jesus close in her arms. 
They are both looking at the spectator, and are radiant 
with beauty against a sombre background. Beside them 
appears St. John in the ecstasy of prayer and contempla- 
tion. Nothing can be simpler, nor at the same time more 
striking. It is only the Infant in the arms of his Mother, 
with another child beside them. There is no dramatic 
action, nor any violence in the figures. Everywhere is 
immobility and repose. But in this group, where there is 
perfect calm, and yet where real life is abundantly circula- 
ting, the feeling of divinity elevates Nature to heights that 
of herself she would not be able to attain. 

The purest part of Raphael’s glory is to have seen, 
through the images of the Virgin of the Word, the pro- 
gressive march of love, passing from the body to the soul, 
and from the soul mounting to God. Raphael knows how 
to find God everywhere. It is evident that a human 
model was before him when he painted the Virgin of the 
Chair. Some people even will have it that La Fornarina 
was not a stranger to this picture. But La Fornarina, how- 
ever beautiful she may appear in her portraits, does not at 


1Whence the name of Virgin of the Chair (Madonna della Sedia). 
It was already catalogued in the inventory of Florence. It is now in the 
Pitti Palace. The Virgin of the Chair is contained in the circumference 
of a circle, and should never fill any other form of space. From the 
point of view of composition, nothing can give a better idea of Raphael. 
Everything converges to the centre of the circle, and every point of the 
circumference receives a reflection of the central light. cba f 
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all surpass the limits of the senses. Her face is full of : 
freshness, her glance is brilliant, and her features blossom 
out the breath of health and happiness; but she is only a 
woman. It is true that in every Christian woman, how- 
ever degraded she may be, there is an internal flame which : 
the ashes of the world may cover but which they never ex- 
tinguish. Art may brush these ashes aside, make the flame 
leap up afresh, and restore its original energy to it. Then 
there is a veritable transfiguration : the reality, without dis- 
appearing, purifies itself, ennobles itself, and transforms it- 
self till it is scarcely recognizable; and, where only a 
woman had been, we now see only a Virgin. But in 
order to perform this miracle, what restraint must be exer- 
cised, what justice of taste is requisite, and with what 
singular force of genius one must be endowed! If the 
artist halts halfway in his task, he only arrives at profana- : 
tion. This is the case with a great number of painters at 
the close of the Fifteenth Century and the beginning of ee 
Sixteenth. For having presumed upon their strength, they 
have fallen into impiety, and often their Virgins look only 
scandalous. On resuming the work of the Renaissance, 
Raphael measured the abyss with a sure eye and crossed it : 
without an effort. If La Fornarina is behind the Virgin of 
the Chair, there is nothing less than a world that separates 
them. The two beauties are measured by the two lives: 












Madonna of the Pitti Palace. 
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The Virgin of the Chair raises us directly to God by the 
tenderness with which she surrounds and seems to want 
to protect Him who protects all ; but she is richly adorned, 
and she belongs to the world by the external splendour 
with which the world surrounds her. She belongs to it es- 
_ pecially by the love that she gives to Him and by the in- 
ternal sentiment that stamps compassion upon her beauty ; 
compassion the kin to sadness. Her head, three quarters 
full on the right, bends gently towards the Saviour’s head, 
on which it rests. The hair, rather chestnut than blonde, 
is divided in slightly waved bands and completely exposes 
the ear and the cheeks. The brow is beautifully propor- 
tioned: it is lower than in the Umbrian faces, and higher 
than in the antiques. The eyes, pensive, brilliant and fully 
open, look towards the left of the spectator with a gravity 
bordering on grief! The nose is straight and regular, and 
has nothing of the particular accent of the model that peo- 
ple are too ready to give Raphael for this picture. It is 
the same with the mouth: it is of a medium size, ad- 
mirably shaped, not smiling at all and in perfect accord with 
the sentiment of the eyes. Its lines would be almost severe 
if kindness did not dominate all in this face. The outline 
of this face is a beautiful oval, neither too long nor too 
short, and does not in the least recall the portrait of the Bar- 
berini Gallery. Therefore, away with all reminiscence of 
La Fornarina; away with all living reality! This image is 


TAn infinity of reproductions has been made of this picture. Not one 
of them gives a true idea of it. However, it must be said, in honour of 
French engraving, that Desnoyer is the only one who has shown somé 
comprehension of the melancholy in the gaze of this Virgin. 
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purely impersonal. We are in the presence of the Virgin: 
it is she; she alone whom we see; she alone who is look | 
ing at us. The external beauty of the Virgin of the Chair 
is as great as anything that could be imagined, but the in- 






ternal beauty is not in the least sacrificed to it. The chief 






characteristic of this face is its regularity and the purity of 
its features. Deterioration of ideas is always betrayed by 
certain laboured refinements, by something tame, unde. 
cided, too personal, or too feminine, that impairs the dignity 
of the subject. Here, there is nothing of that. All 
lines are simple, regular, and traced as though by ini 
tion, It is true that Raphael, carried away by the genius 
of harmony, has represented his Madonna as brilliantly and 
richly attired, but it is without anything jarring, without | 
anything too staring, and without anything hurtful of the 






















principal impression. A scarf, admirable in colour, 
wound around the crown of her head and falls down to her 
neck. A green shawl, enriched with various shades that 
respond to those in the scarf, envelops the breast, the right 
shoulder, and falls behind the back, where it is confounded 
with the golden fringe that decorates the back of the chait 
Beneath this shawl appears the purple robe, the sleeve of 
which is tight-fitting, with a cuff, and the blue mantle tht 
covers the knees. The two hands, one crossed above the 
other over the body of the Infant Jesus, are charming 
shape and delightfully modelled. Everything in this 
rangement is enchanting: in the entire effect of this i 
everything is seductive. In painting, form ane colo 
what rhythm and song are in poetry,—they are the: wing 
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given to Love by the artist and the poet. Now, Raphael 
never soared in a more sudden flight than in this picture. 
This Virgin seems to have been painted with the rapidity 
of fresco. The master’s hand was never more sure of it- 
self, nor did it ever pass across his work with happier 
speed. There is not the least hesitation, nor the slightest 
reservation. The transparent and fluid colour without 
effort attains to an incredible seductiveness. Nowhere 
does Raphael affect a freer, more spontaneous, or more in- 
dependent gait. The head and hands of the Virgin are 
rigorously fixed by a preliminary necessary design; but that 
sumptuous vesture so well ordained for the pleasure of 
the eye, seems made during the course of the brush; and 
such is the marvellous harmony of the tones and the truth 
of the lights and shadows, that this improvisation seems to 
be the result of the most profound calculation. There is 
nobody anywhere that more closely resembles a beautiful 
soul; and there are nowhere more musical or more har- 
monious forms. So much the worse for those who only 
see a material image in it! What is fesh? A wind that 
“passeth away and cometh not again.” If there were 
only this breath in the Virgin of the Chair, our eyes might 
be charmed, but our souls would not be moved in the slight- 
est degree. Now, not only does this Virgin ravish our eyes, 
but she penetrates profoundly into our hearts, establishing 
herself there and definitely taking possession. It is thus 
that, as Plato says, “ We raise ourselves from beautiful 


bodies to beautiful souls and from beautiful souls to etériial 
beauty.”” 
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Yet, in the Virgin of the Chair, there is something 
still more elevated and beautiful than the Virgin, and 
that is the Infant Jesus. Seated on the blue drapery that 
covers the knees of the Mother, he looks fixedly at us, re 
coils, as if struck with our miseries; and presses close against : 
the virginal bosom that conceived him. The body of the 
Saviour is presented almost in full profile to the left against 
Mary, whilst his head, turned towards us, shows a full face, 
A slight vestment covers his shoulders and breast and leaves 
his legs, hips and arms bare. ‘This infant body is taken 
from life and belongs wholly to humanity ; but the head is | 
that of a God. Three flames radiate from this infant heal 
and mysteriously gleam in the obscurity of the background. 
The ruffled hair seems to obey an impulse that springs from 
the spirit; the eyes shine brilliantly; the mouth with its 





severe lines, is grave, and the whole countenance is im 
mobile, fixed, majestic, solemn and almost terrible, God 
is patient because He is eternal; but He is just even 8 
He is good; and, even while manifesting Himself as the 
Lamb that takes away the sins of the world, He ae 
ready announces Himself as the sovereign judge that must 
condemn them. We are in the presence of the “Word 4 
uncreate which moves matter and penetrates it with His 
spirit, Meus agitat molem; of the Word incarnate, which 
fills the world invisible with His corporeal virtue, Cars 
instaurat mentem. He spake, and it was done: he 
manded, and it stood fast. In him was life, and the 
was the light of men, not the life derived from nes 
but the life that flows from the eternal and liv ng: 
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tive force, the life that is the source of all life. This In- 
fant, in fact, does not speak a human language: “ He light- 
ens, he thunders, he astounds, he beats down every spirit 
created under the obedience of the faith.” It is thus that 
he appeared when the Evangelist ‘“‘with rapid flight” 
cleaving the air, piercing the clouds, and soaring above 
angels, virtues, cherubs and seraphs intones his book with 
these words: ‘In the beginning was the Word. 
The Word! that is to say the internal word, the thought, 
the reason, the intelligence, the wisdom, the internal dis- 
course, sermo, the discourse withoyt discussion, in which 
one does not extract one thing tg another by reasoning, 
but the discourse in which all is substantially all truth and 
which is truth itself.” Raphael, captivated and subdued by 
an internal comprehension, painted this Infant with a calm 
hand, exempt from effort or agitation. That is why, before 
such a conception, our reason is troubled, admires and is 
silent. 

The little St. John the Baptist, in the background, ef- 
faces himself on a secondary plane, and his beauty, although 
only relative, is worthy of the absolute beauty of the Virgin 
and the Infant Jesus. His head, three quarters to the left, 
bends over towards the right shoulder of the Saviour. His 
gaze, fixed on Jesus, is fervent and full of ardour. From 
his parted lips escape words that mount to God. His 
hands are clasped and his whole face is in prayer. This 
is no longer the St. John of the Madonna della Tenda, 
smiling and naively happy at the sight of the Virgin: it is 
the forerunner who sees God in Jesus, who penetrates his 
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greatness, comprehends his justice and obeys the i 
of a spontaneous burst of faith. Raphael thus shows ie 






sursam corda of the Christian soul before the mystery of 
love, the living image of prayer directly inspired by the 
Real Presence of the Redeemer. The little cross of reed 
in the arms of St. John associates by anticipation this 








humble and ardent prayer with the idea of sacrifice, In 
the Infant Jesus, we see the Christ, and in the little St, 
John we find all men who are illumined by the light of the 
Word. 


Perhaps this picture could not have been painted else 





where than in Rome, or outside the influences that were at 










work around the master. But, at the same time, this 
picture proves that Raphael had come to dominate those 
influences, to transform them, and to reconcile them with 
the interests of a higher order. A frenzied taste, the cult 
of sensible beauty, a craving for unbridled pleasure, had 
taken hold of the century of Leo X. To a certain extent, 
Raphael shared the passions of his day, but he purified 
them by thinking of the Virgin, and, without in any way 
diminishing the external brilliance that charmed his cc 























fervour with which they had been unacquainted.’ . 
res centuries and a nell asap has profes ls a 


the instinct of the beautiful lasts among men. So that, 
such a work belongs by certain material ties to 
moment of space and time, it is more particular 
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times and places by the spirit that emanates from it. 
Nothing can surpass the elegance of the Virgin of the Chair, 
and if Raphael some time afterwards had not painted the 
Sistine Madonna, it must be added that nothing can equal 
the pure beauty of this Madonna and the majesty of her 
son. In the presence of such a Virgin, we may say with 
Erasmus, in a lyrism borrowed from profane antiquity but 
especially inspired by religious emotion: “ You are more 
brilliant than the dawn, sweeter than the silver moon, 
purer than the new-blown lily, whiter than the still im- 
maculate snow, more gracious than the spring-time rose, 
more precious than the ruby, sweeter than the honey, 
dearer than life, higher than the skies, and chaster than the 
angels. Hail! noble sanctuary of the Eternal God, sub- 
lime throne of Divinity!” 




















PORTRAIT OF CHARLES L 
(Van Dyck) 


JULES GUIFFREY 


POETIC legend surrounds the portrait of Ch 

like an aureole. The painter is supposed toh 
impressed upon the features of the unfortunate mo 
the mark of fatality. Even to-day, the best infom 
writers are pleased to find forebodings of his sad d 
upon the wearied and melancholy face of the prince. © 
this, however, is pure fancy. 
In vain have the searchers of archives discovered 

_ proclaimed the truth; in vain has Carpenter exhum 
authentic and decisive memoir, giving to the port 
the Louvre its true title, Le Roy 2 la chasse, for sentin 
historians will long continue to see in this famous ¢ 
literary and romantic intentions of which in all pi 
the painter never dreamed. 
During the year 1637, Van Dyck, having reache 
apogee of his glory and reputation and with th 
- portrait-painter to the royal family, the court, and ‘ 
aristocracy of England, found himself in the ne 
_ asking Charles I. for the payment of numerous 
had been accumulating for several years. His 
living and princely luxury could not be maintain 
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at the cost of enormous expenditure. His feverish, forced 
and consuming industry could with difficulty fill the gulf 
caused by his extravagances. Therefore he had to have 
recourse to the royal benevolence and he claimed the price 
of his works presenting the list upon which figures the 
portrait of the Roy 2 Ja chasse. He asked two hundred 
pounds for this canvas; the price was reduced to half, 
equivalent to 1,500 livres, a modest sum, if one considers 
' the importance of the canvas and modern exigencies. 
However, Van Dyck was one of the best treated artists of 
his time and none of his contemporaries obtained so great 
a reward for their most extolled pictures. 

The portrait in the Louvre then does not represent the 
sovereign already succumbing under the weight of bad 
fortune and visited by sad presentiments or melancholy 
regret; but as an elegant and accomplished cavalier, for- 
getting the anxieties entailed by power and the etiquette of 
court to abandon himself to the pleasures of the country. 
We have here, in some measure, the pendant to the 
familiar pages that Velasquez has painted in the traits of 
the never-to-be-forgotten Philip IV. in his rich doublet, 
carrying his gun; and accompanied by his enormous molosse 
(hunting-dog). With the one as with the other, the court 
portrait-painter, after having rendered upon immense official 
canvases the pomp of royal majesty, has taken pleasure 
in finding with a sort of partiality the familiar every day 
attitude, the true portrayal of the gentleman surprised in 
the surrendering of himself to his chosen pleasures. 

Regarding the names of the two persons accompanying 
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Charles I. divers opinions are held. The equerry who 
holds the horse has successively been given the name of 
the Duc d’Epernon, and Duke of Hamilton. Mariette, fol- 
lowing Walpole’s opinion, asserts that this portrait is 
simply that of the King’s equerry, M. de Saint-Antoine; he 
is right. 

In a catalogue of the collection of James II., published 
in England in the middle of the last century, our canvas is 
thus designated: ‘“King Charles I. and his equerry, M. de - 
Saint-Antoine, with him.””’ From this document another 
valuable piece of information is gained. The portrait in 
the Louvre did not leave England before the flight of 
James II]. How did it get to France, where it was found 
at the beginning of the Eighteenth Century in the famous 
cabinet of the Countess de Verrue? Nothing prevents our 
supposing that James II. carried with him in his flight from 
Saint-Germain a certain number of family portraits, notably 
that of the Roy a Ja chasse, and that, after a time, his hei, 
at the end of his resources, found it necessary to part with 
the effigy of his ancestor. There is nothing improbable in 
this hypothesis. Here has always rested an obscure point 
difficult to clear up. Every one knows that the succession 
of the famous countess escheated to the Marquis de Lassay_ 
with the portrait of Charles I. The possessions of the . 
Marquis de Lassay passed, at least a part of them, to the 
Count de jee and in the lot of the latter Antony Va 
Dyck’s canvas! was included. 








1'Villot has made many errors in his history of the portrait of. 
that is why we consider it necessary to insist upon these suialf 
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We have not yet spoken of the second person who ac- 
companies the King, and whose bare head, turned towards 
the distant sea, stands out from the sky, behind the head of 
the equerry who holds the horse. This is a page whose 
name is ignored by the old catalogues; yet this obscure 
personage was destined to have a decisive influence upon 
the fate of the picture. 

The Count de Guiche’s collection was sold at auction in 
1770. Charles I. not having reached the price demanded 
by the heirs, the latter bought it in for 17,000 livres, It 
was at this moment that some intermediary officers, per- 
haps from self-interest, christened the anonymous page 
with the name of Barri, and persuaded the reigning favour- 
ite that the rou@ who had opened the doors of the great 
apartments of Versailles was descended from an old Eng- 
lish family allied to the Stuarts. The Comtesse du Barry 
put no difficulties in the way to prove this glorious gene- 
alogy. She bought the picture, not for the King, as the 
Louvre Catalogue says erroneously, but for her own col- 
lection; she paid 24,000 /ivres for it. That was ten times 
the price the artist got for it. 

What is the value to-day of this masterpiece considered 
worthy of the honour of a place in the Salon Carré? It 
would be difficult to say. 

The portrait of Charles I. never entered the royal gallery 
during the lifetime of Louis XV. We have only just now 
elated, with supporting proofs under what circumstances it 
Was acquired by Louis XVI. It is necessary to insist 
upon this point, because the account, substantiated by.F, 
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Villot’s notice, is still credited by the most recent historians 
of the Museum. 

After the death of Louis XV. the Comtesse du Barry, — 
accustomed to satisfy every caprice without counting the 
cost, found herself in an embarrassing position. To satisfy 
the more and more pressing demands of her creditors, she 
put within reach of amateurs the priceless objects that she 
had acquired in the happy days of her favour. The archi- 
tect Le Doux, who had friendly relations with her, advised 
her to offer the portrait of Charles I. to the King. 

The matter was soon brought to a conclusion. On May 
8, 1775, M. d’Angiviller, director of the King’s buildings, 
informed Le Doux that his proposition was agreed to and 
that the Comtesse du Barry would receive 24,000 livres for 
Charles I. On the 22d of the same month, a new letter 
advised the architect that the order for payment was signed 
and that some one was going to Luciennes to take posses- 
sion of the picture. It was then in the month of May, 
1775, that Charles I. @ la chasse entered the King’s 
collection. 

We have related in detail the history of this celebrated 
canvas, leaving no detail in the dark, so that there can be 
no doubt upon the truthfulness of the facts. Is it worth 
while to give a description of the picture when the excellent 
reproduction placed before the eyes of the reader rendets_ 
this task almost superfluous? It would seem preferable it 


ending to recall the appreciation of one of our contempo 
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In the brilliant pages devoted to Van Dyck, Eugéne 
Fromentin lingers with delight before the chef @ auvre in 
the Salon Carré. ‘The Charles I.,” he says, “by the deep 
feeling of the model and the subject, the familiarity and 
nobility of the style, and the beauty of all kinds in this 
exquisite work, the drawing of the face, the colour, the 
unheard of values of rarity and accuracy, and the quality of 
the work,—Charles [., to take only one example, well- 
known in France,—can bear the greatest comparisons.” 

After this eulogy one may assert without timidity that of 
all the portraits of Charles I. painted by Van Dyck,—and 
you can count at least twenty scattered throughout the 
European Museums, portraits of the bust, half-length por- 
traits, equestrian portraits, and portraits in royal robes,— 
the Roy a la chasse is perhaps the picture that gives the most 
faithful and the most exquisite representation of the noble 
and unfortunate sovereign of Whitehall, 

















THE PRESENTATION IN THE TEMPLE 
(Titian) 


J. A. CROWE AND G. B. CAVALCASELLE 


HE Presentation in the Temple, originally designed | 

the brotherhood of Santa Maria della Carita, cover 
the whole side of a room in the so-called “ Albergo,” n 
used for the exhibition of the old masters at Venice. It 
this room, which is contiguous to the modern hall in wh 
Titian’s Assunta is displayed there were two doors 
which allowance was made in Titian’s canvas; and twel 
five feet—the length of the wall—is now the length of 
picture. When this vast canvas was removed ie 
place, the gaps of the doors were filled in with new lin 
and painted up to the tone of the original, giving rise 
the quaint deformity of a simulated opening in the flank 
the steps leading up to the Temple, and a production 
the figures in the left foreground—a boy, a senator giv 
alms, a beggar woman and two nobles. Strips of 1 
‘stuff were sewn on above and below, and in addit 
various patches of restoring, the whole was toned 
“tuned,” to the great detriment of the picture. No! 
standing these drawbacks and in spite of the fact that 
light is no longer that which the painter cont 
genius of Titian triumphs over all difficulties, 
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sentation in the Temple is the finest and most complete crea- 
tion of Venetian art, since the Peter Martyr and the Ma- 
donna di Casa, Pesaro. 

It was not to be expected that Titian should go deeper 
into the period from which he derived his gospel subject 
than other artists of his time. An ardent admirer of his 
genius has noticed the propriety with which he adorned a 
background with a portico of Corinthian pillars, because 
Herod’s palace was decorated with a similar appendage. 
He might with equal truth have justified the country of 
Bethlehem transformed into Cadorine hills, Venice sub- 
stituted for Jerusalem, and Pharisees replaced by Venetian 
senators. It was in the nature of Titian to represent a sub- 
ject like this as a domestic pageant of his own time, and 
seen in this light, it is exceedingly touching and sur- 
prisingly beautiful. Mary in a dress of celestial blue as- 
cends the steps of the temple in a halo of radiance. She 
pauses on the first landing place, and gathers her skirts, to 
ascend to the second. The flight is in profile before us. 
At the top of it the high priest in Jewish garments, yellow 
tunic, blue undercoat and sleeves and white robe, looks 
down at the girl with serene and kindly gravity, a priest in 
cardinal’s robes at his side, a menial in black behind him, 
and a young acolyte in red and yellow holding the book of 
Prayer. At the bottom, there are people looking up, some 
of them leaning on the edge of the steps, others about to 
ascend,—Anna, with a matron in company; Joachim turn- 
ing to address a friend. Curious people press forward-to 


witness the scene, and a child baits a little dog with a cake. 
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Behind and to the left and with grave solemnity, some dig- | 
nitaries are moving. One in red robe of state with a black 
stole across his shoulder is supposed to represent Paolo 
de’ Franceschi, at this time grand-chancellor of Venice, 
The noble in black to whom he speaks is Lazzaro Crasso, 
Two senators follow, whilst a third still further back gives 
alms to a poor mother with a child in her arms. In front 
of the gloom that lies on the profile of steps an old woman 
sits with a basket of eggs and a couple of fowls at her feet, 
her head and frame swathed in a white hood, which carries 
the light of the picture into the foreground. In acornerto 
the right an antique torso receives a reflex of the light that — 
darts more fully on the hag close by. It seems to be the 
original model of the soldiers that rode in the battle of Ca- 
dore, or the Emperors that hung in the halls of the palace 
of Mantua.? : 

Uniting the majestic lines of a composition perfect in 
the balance of its masses with an effect unsurpassed in its : 
contrasts of light and shade, the genius of the master has 
laid the scene in palatial architecture of great simplicity. 
On one side a house and colonnade on square pillars, with 
a slender pyramid behind it, on the other a palace and 
portico of coloured marbles in front of an edifice richly 
patterned in diapered bricks. From the windows and bal 
conies the spectators look down upon the ceremony oF col: — 
verse with the groups below. With instinctive tact the . 
whole of these are kept in focus by appropriate fie : 

Birnie 
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of light, which enable Titian to give the highest prominence 
to the Virgin, though she is necessarily smaller than any 
other person present. The bright radiance round her fades 
as it recedes to the more remote groups in the picture, the 
forms of which are cast into deeper gloom in proportion as 
they are more distant from the halo. The senator who 
gives alms is darkly seen under the shade of the colonnade, 
from which he seems to have emerged. In every one of 
these gradations the heads preserve the portrait character 
peculiar to Titian, yet each of the figures is varied as to 
sex, age, and condition; each in his sphere has a decided 
type, and all are diverse in form, in movement, and 
gesture. To the monumental dignity of the groups and 
architecture the distance perfectly corresponds. We 
admire the wonderful expressiveness of the painter’s 
mountain lines. The boulder to the left, with its scanty 
vegetation and sparse trees, rises darkly behind the pyramid. 
A low hummock rests dimly in the rear, whilst a gleam 
fits over remoter crags, crested with ruins of castles; and 
the dark heath of the hill beyond—with the smoke issuing 
from a moss-fire—relieves the blue cones of dolomites that 
are wreathed as it were in the mist which curls into and 
mingles with the clouded sky. The splendid contrast of 
palaces and Alps tells of the master who was born at 
Cadore, yet lived at Venice. 

The harmony of the colours is so true and ringing, and 
the chords are so subtle, that the eye takes in the scene as 
if it were one of natural richness, unconscious of the means. 
by which that richness is attained. Ideals of form created 
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by combinations of perfect shapes and outlines with select 

proportions, may strike us in the Greeks and Florentines, 
Here the picture is built up in colours, the landscape is sot : 
a symbol, but scenic ; and the men and palaces and hills 

are seen living or life-like in sun and shade and air, In 
this gorgeous yet masculine and robust realism Titian 

shows his great originality, and claims to be the noblest 

representative of the Venetian school of colour." 

Hardly a century has expired since Venetian painting 
rose out of the slough of Byzantine tradition, yet now it 
stands in its zenith. Recruiting its strength from Jacopo 
Bellini, who brought the laws of perspective from Tuscany, 3 
the schools of the Rialto expand with help from Paduan 
sources, and master the antique as taught by Donatello and 
Mantegna. They found the monumental but realistic 
style which Gentile Bellini developed in his Procession of the 
Relic, and Carpaccio displayed in his Ursula Legend. They 
seize and acquire the secrets of colour by means of An- 
‘tonello; and their chief masters, Giovanni Bellini, 
Giorgione, and Titian, adding a story to the pictorial 
edifice, bring it at last to that perfection which we witness 


1The measure of this canvas, No. 487, at the Venice Academy, ® 
m, 3.75 high by 7.80, but of the height 10 cent. above and 10 below arenew: 
The person who made these and other additions, as well as restorations 
noted in the text, was a painter of this century, named Sebastiano 
(Zanotto, Pinac. Venet.) Besides the patches described above, pi 
damaging retouches in the landscape and sky, in a figure at a ea 
the left, in figures on the balcony, and a soldier holding 2 halberd. : 
face of St. Anna, and the dress of the old woman in the fore 
both new. Zanetti (Pitt. Ven., p. 155) states that the picture 
and the sky injured in his time (18th century). 
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in the Presentation in the Temple. Looking back a hundred 
years, we find Jacopo Bellini’s conception of this subject 
altogether monumental. The long flight of steps, the 
portico of the temple, Mary on the first landing, her 
parents behind her, a castellated mansion in the distance, 
are all to be found in the sketch-book of 1430. Titian 
inherits the framework, and fills it in. He takes up and 
assimilates what his predecessors have garnered. He goes 
back to nature and the antique, and with a grand creative 
power sets his seal on Venetian art for ever. What Paris 
Bordone or Paul Veronese can do on the lines which their 
master laid down is clear when we look at the Doge and 
fisherman of the first and the monumental palaces in the 
compositions’ of the latter. In a later form of Titian’s 
progress—that which marks the ceiling pieces of San 
Spirito—we trace the source of Tintoretto’s daring. All 
inherit something from Titian, but none are able to surpass 
him. 


PROSERPINE 
(Rossetti) 


F. G. STEPHENS 


OWHERE in Time’s vista, where the forms of great 

men gather thickly, do we see many shapes of those 

who, as painters and as poets have been alike illustrious. 
Among the few to whom, equally on both accounts, con- 
spicuous honours have been paid, none is superior to 
Rossetti, of whose genius doubly exalted the artists say 
that in design he was pre-eminent, while, on the other hand, 
the most distinguished poets of our age place him inthe 
first rank with themselves. As to this prodigious, if not 
unique, distinction, of which the present age has not yet, 
perhaps, formed an adequate judgment, there can be no 
doubt that with regard to the constructive portion of his 
genius Rossetti was better equipped in verse than in design. 
It is certain that our subject looked upon himself rather # 
as a painter who wrote than as a verse-maker who painted. 
It is probable that the very facility, which, of course, had 
been won with enormous pains, and was maintained with 
characteristic energy and constant care, of his literary = 
efforts led Rossetti to slightly undervalue the rare gifts of 
which his pen was the instrument, while, as to paintings 
his hard-won triumphs with design, colour, expression, form 
and visible beauty of all sorts seemed to him eer 
a1 
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well as the most successful exponents of the passionate 
poetry it was, by one means or the other, his object to 
make manifest. His mission was that of a poet in art as 
in verse, and, by devoting the greater part of his life and 
all his more arduous efforts to the former means, he made 
it plain that, notwithstanding all obstacles, . the gees 
served his purpose better than the pen. 

The year 1870 did not witness the completion of any 
important painting, a shortcoming for which the glorious 
Proserpine, that had its inception in a drawing of Mrs. 
Morris, dated 1871, made ample amends. Although the 
oil picture of this theme, which Mr. W. A. Turner lent 
to the Manchester Exhibition in 1882, and as No. 86 to 
the Burlington Club in 1883, is dated 1877, I consider it 
under the earlier date. It represents at life-size, a single 
figure of Proserpine in Hades, holding in her hand the 
pomegranate, by partaking of which she precluded her re- 
turn to earth.! She is passing along a gloomy corridor in 
her palace, and, on the wall behind her, a sharply defined 
space of light has fallen. It is the cool, bluish, silvery 
light of the moon, that because of some ‘open door 
far overhead has penetrated the subterranean dimness, 
flashing down for a moment on the wall, revealing the ivy- 
tendrils that languish in the shade, displaying the Queen, 
her features, the abundant masses of her hair, which seem 

‘In countless early Italian pictures the bitten pomegranate is a well 
understood emblem of sorrow and pain. Hence it often occurs in the 
hand of the Infant Christ, who in several examples, presses the fruit to 


the lips of His mother. On this account, no doubt, Rossetti placed the 
Pomegranate in the hand of Proserpine. 
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to have become darker than was ever known on the earth 
above, and the sorrowfulness of her face. It shows also 
3 








the slowly curling smoke of an incense-burner (the attribute 
of a goddess) which, in the still air of the gallery, circles 





upward, and spreading, vanishes. Proserpine is clad in a 
steel-blue robé, that fits loosely her somewhat slender, 
slightly wasted, but noble frame of antique mould, It 
seems that she moves slowly with moody eyes instinct with — 
slowly burning anger; yet she is outwardly still, if not : 
serene, and very sad in all her stateliness ; too grand for 








complaint. In these eyes is the deep light of a great 
spirit, and, without seeing or heeding, they look beyond the — 
gloom before her. Her fully-formed lips, purplish now, | 
but ruddy formerly, and once moulded by passion, are com- | 
pressed, the symbols of a strenuous soul yearning for fees | 
dom, and, with all their pride, suffering rather than enjoy- 
ing goddess-ship. The even-tinted cheeks are rather flat; 
the face, so wide is the brow, is almost triangular, the nose 
like that of a grand antique. These features are set in 
masses of bronze-black and crimped hair, darkly lustrous | 
as it is that encompasses the head, and flows like a 
abundant mantle over her shoulders and bust. “The won 
der of the picture is in the face. The light cast on the 
wall throws the head in strong relief; she turns slowly to 
wards the distant gleam; the i ivy branch curves downwards, 
and assists with the swaying lines of the drapery, — 


position of the whole.’ 















1 Rossetti wrote to Mrs. Rae,— October 12th, 1877. The : 
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Rosetti wrote a sonnet in Italian, and an English version 
of the same, both of which are inscribed on the frame of 
the picture in question. The latter is as follows: 


PROSERPINA. 


«* Afar away the light that brings cold cheer 

Unto this wall,—one instant and no more 
Admitted at my distant palace door. 

Afar the flowers of Enna from this drear 

Dire fruit, which, tasted once, must thrall me here. 
Afar those skies from this Tartarean grey 
That chills me ; and afar, how far away, 

The nights that shall be from the days that were. 


«« Afar from mine own self I seem, and wing 
Strange ways in thought, and listen for a sign : 
And still some heart unto some soul doth pine, 

(Whose sounds mine inner sense is fain to bring, 
Continually together murmuring, )— 
* Woe’s me for thee, unhappy Proserpine !’” 


These are indeed profound sighs, worthy of a goddess of 
the antique mould, and even sadder than the picture to 
which they refer. As to their subject, every friend of the 
painter knew that he was prouder of having invented it 


and thus had the immense advantage of the first inspiration from nature. 
It is unquestionably the finer of the two, and is the very flower of my 
work, . . . You may perhaps have seen an article in the Atheneum 
telating to some pictures of mine completed at that time, and among 
which this is the first mentioned. The size is the same as Leyland’s, the 
Price 1,000 guineas.” Mr. Leyland’s version was sold in May, 1892, for 
540 guineas; it was No. 314 at the Academy 1883. Mr. Turner’s version 
is that which Mr. W. Rossetti distinguishes as No. 3, of the rather 


numerous category of Proserpines ; it now belongs to Mr. C. Butler, and 


is that which the painter himself thought highest of. 
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than of his share in devising, or rather applying to art any 
other theme in which he excelled. Reckoning The Bride 
as his technical chef d’auvre, I place Proserpine next to it, : 
not because it is as well or better painted than half a dozen 

of his capital pieces, severally, but on account of the com 
plete originality of its theme. On the other hand it should - | 
be remembered that, while he produced at least four or ine : 





versions of Proserpine, he never ventured on a second 
Bride. : 

The disastrous use of chloral, which was ultimately to 
insure his ruin, while it certainly did not act alone in pro- 
moting that catastrophe, had not, in 1871, although he be- : 
came addicted to it more than two years before, made deep : 
inroads upon our poet’s energies, nor reduced his power in 
art. But it is noteworthy that, some time before 1868, 
when chloral came to his hands, nearly all the subjects of 
his pen and brush were more or less desponding ; of those 
none is sadder than Proserpine. At this time the chivalric 


and romantic subjects he had affected so-late as the Tris 7 


tram and Iseult of 1867, disappeared from his repertory, aml : 
gave place to the woe of Ceres’ daughter, the mournful : 
despair of La Pia, the sad pity of the Donna della Finestra, 
the ominous agony of Pandora, the sorrowing of Dante in 
the Dream, and the vague melancholy of Veronica Verontih 
whose music is a dirge. Rossetti was not the man to “be 
sad 0’ nights out of mere wantonness,” and therefore 
must seek a cause for his selecting themes so gloomy and 
so woebegone as these, and may perhaps find it iar the 
sidious effects of the drug which precipitated, thoug) 
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not cause his downfall,—and long before he had reached 
the allotted goal of man’s existence—left desolate that 
noble “ House of Life,” whose inner treasures his poetry 


and painting set forth with 


«* Such a pencil, such a pen.” 





- to the slight attention ordinarily paid to it, that | 



















THE OLD SHEPHERD’S CHIEF MOU RNE 
(Landseer) ey 


JOHN RUSKIN 


TIN the rsth lecture of Sir Joshua Reynolds, i 
tL notice is taken of the distinction between those: 
lencies in the painter which belong to him as 
those which belong to him in common with all men 
tellect, the general and exalted powers of which art 
evidence and expression, not the subject. But the d 
tion is not there dwelt upon as it should be, for 


open to every form of coxcombry, and liable to e 
of error. It is a distinction on which depends 
judgment of the rank of the artist, and all just a 
_ of the dignity of art. 
Painting, or art generally, as such, with all its 
ties, difficulties, and particular ends, is nothing bu 
and expressive language, invaluable as the 
thought, but by itself nothing. He who has k 
is commonly considered the whole art of paintin 
the art of representing any natural object faithfully, | 
yet only learned the language by which his thoughts é 
_be expressed. He has done just as much tov 
that which we ought to respect as a great painte 
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who has learned how to express himself grammatically and 
melodiously has towards being a great poet. The lan- 
guage is, indeed, more difficult of acquirement in the one 
case than in the other, and possesses more power of de- 
lighting the sense, while it speaks to the intellect, but it is, 
nevertheless, nothing more than language, and all those 
- excellencies which are peculiar to the painter as such, are 
merely what rhythm, melody, precision and force are in the 
words of the orator and the poet, necessary to their great- 
ness, but not the tests of their greatness. It is not by the 
mode of representing and saying, but by what is repre- 
sented and said, that the respective greatness of the painter 
or the writer is to be finally determined. 

Speaking with strict propriety, therefore, we should call 
aman a great painter only as he excelled in precision and 
force in the language of lines, and a great versifier, as he 
excelled in precision or force in the language of words. A 
great poet would then be a term strictly, and in precisely 
the same sense applicable to both, if warranted by the char- 
acter of the images or thoughts which each in their respect- 
ive language conveyed. 

Take, for instance, one of the most perfect poems or 
Pictures (I use the words as synonymous) which modern 
times have seen:—the Old Shepherd’s Chief Mourner. 
Here the exquisite execution of the glossy and crisp hair of 
the dog, the bright sharp touching of the green bough be- 
side it, the clear painting of the wood of the coffin and the 
folds of the blanket, are language—language clear and ex- 
Pressive in the highest degree. But the close pressure of 
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the dog’s breast against the wood, the convulsive clinging 
of the paws, which has dragged the blanket off the trestle, 
the total powerlessness of the head laid, close and motion 
less, upon its folds, the fixed and tearful fall of the eyein 
its utter hopelessness, the rigidity of repose which marks 
that there has been no motion nor change in the trance of 
agony since the last blow was struck on the coffin-lid, the 





quietness and gloom of the chamber, the spectacles mark 


ing the place where the Bible was last closed, indicating 
how lonely has been the life—how unwatched the depart- : 
ure of him who is now laid solitary in his sleep 3—these ate 
all thoughts—thoughts by which the picture is separated : 
once from hundreds of equal merit, as far as mere painting 
goes, by which it ranks as a work of high art, and stamps 
its author, not as the neat imitator of the texture of a skit, 
or the fold of a drapery, but as the Man of Mind. i 

It is not, however, always easy, either in painting 
literature, to determine where the influence of language 
stops, and where that of thought begins. Many thoughts 
are so dependent upon the language in which they e 
clothed, that they would lose half their beauty if others 
expressed. But the highest thoughts are those whi 
least dependent on language, and the dignity of any oon 
position and praise to which it is entitled, are in exit 


proportion to its independency of language oF expressial 
ct, when to si 



































A composition is indeed usually most perfe 
intrinsic dignity is added all that expression rg do! 
attract and adorn; but in every case of supreme Ss” 
this all becomes as nothing. We are more ratifies 
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simplest lines or words which can suggest the idea in its 
own naked beauty, than by the robe or the gem which 
conceal while they decorate; we are better pleased to feel 
by their absence how little they could bestow, than by their 
presence how much they can destroy. There is therefore 
a distinction to be made between what is ornamental in 


_ language and what is expressive. 















THE VIRGIN OF THE FISH — 
(Raphael) ; 


F. A, GRUYER 


HE Virgin, having descended from the skies, is 

T upon earth with her divine Son surrounded b 

ous personages. Her throne, only one of the upri 

which, richly ornamented in the antique taste, : 

placed on a slightly raised platform. One step in 

of a rectangular parallelopiped that occupies the cet 

the foreground leads up to it. The wood of 

construction is of a bright colour. On the right, an 

- man is kneeling with a lion crouching at his f 
the left, a youth is led forward by an angel. T: 

" carries a fish; whence arises the name by which 
is known. What is the motive of this picture, 





is its precise meaning? Vasari expressly say: 
Madonna is between St. Jerome, the angel Rap! 

Tobit: Dentro vi 2 la Nostra Donna, San Giro 
da cardinale, ed uno Angelo Raffaello ch’ accom agr 
This being admitted, people asked how the youn 


_ Bethlehem recluse, and for a long time peopl 
the bonds that united these two figures of such 
periods and characters. Thus, some people c¢ 
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’ Raphael had merely obeyed a pictorial fantasy ; whilst 
others, seeking a moral meaning in so beautiful a work 
and finding none in Vasari’s description, have denounced 
this description as false and have gone to some pains to 
substitute a complicated allegory for a simple picture of 
religious history. Both these opinions are equally far from 
the truth. Those who deny to Raphael the intervention 
of reason and logic in the composition of such a picture 
are evidently wrong; and those who seek a far-fetched 
explanation in the allegory cannot be right. But outside 
an interpretation at any cost and an absolute denial of any 
interpretation there is still room for the truth. If on the 
one hand, we hold by Vasari’s text; while on the other 
hand, we maintain that a work of such beauty must have 
been ripely thought out and strongly intended in every 
part, we have no difficulty, when we recall the spirit of 
the personages and go back to the origin of the picture, 
in finding the reason why St. Jerome and Tobit are in 
juxtaposition. 

And first, the question$ of anachronism here are puerile. 
When it is a question of the Virgin in glory, time and 
place do not count. What are centuries by the side of 
eternity ; and what is the earth by the side of immensity ? 
Such subjects only depend upon the Christian ideal. More- 
over, what is there to shock one in meeting St. Jerome in 
Tobit’s company, in the Virgin of the Fish, when in the - 
Foligno Madonna we find the same St. Jerome in the com- 
pany of St. John the Baptist and St. Francis D’Assisi? 
And more than this: the motives that determined Sigis- 
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mond Conti to surround himself with such or such saints 
are unknown to us, whilst we can easily discover the rela. 
tion between St. Jerome and Tobit. In the earliest Chris- 
tian age, the Book of Tobit was considered scarcely more | 
than a religious and moral apologue, not in the least ortho. 
dox. It is true that St. Polycarp in the Second Century 
and St. Cyprian in the Third speak of the Book of Tobit 
as an inspired book; but the question was far from being 
settled; and, at the beginning of the Fourth Century, the 
Council of Laodicea does not mention this book among 
the Lessons recommended in the churches. Then comes 
St. Jerome, who, in the name of Christianity, adopts the 
two Tobits and causes their history to be put in the Vul- 
gate. Before this imposing authority, contradiction ceased: 
the Councils of Hippo and Carthage, held at the close of : 
the Fourth Century and early in the Fifth, consecrated the 
Book of Tobit, and although the Church still thought it 
well to adjourn her solemn decision for nearly a thousand 
years, the order of the founder of the Christian exegesis 
prevailed from that date at Rome and in the West overall 
disagreements. This being established, what can be more | 
simple to explain than the picture in the Madrid Museum? — 
By the simultaneous presence of the youthful Tobit, the 
angel and St. Jerome at the foot of the Madonna’s throne, 
Raphael, anticipating the decision of the Council of Trent 
by about thirty years, maintains the Ninevite captive in the : 
rank of the prophets and proclaims the canonicity of the 
version to which, moreover, Rome has pinned her fait i 
all ages. Tobit, still a child, comes trembling“ a t 
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Saviour. Before recognizing the prophet’s mission, the 
Virgin hesitates, and thus recalls the hesitation of the 
Church. The Infant Jesus, on the contrary, resolutely 
pronounces in favor of Tobit and with a gesture confirms 
the authenticity of the Book admitted by St. Jerome. All 
the personages brought together in this picture have there- 
fore their necessary relations and their rational linking. 

But being given the opportunity of St. Jerome and Tobit 
in company, what particular motive had Raphael in placing 
beside the Virgin a Biblical character who historically pre- 
ceded Jesus Christ by more than 650 years? To re- 
solve this problem, we must remember the destination of 
the picture and the circumstances under which it was 
painted. It was in 1514: three years had already passed 
since Raphael had painted the Foligno Madonna. Julius II. 
was dead, Leo X. had taken possession of the pontifical 
chair, and the Attila fresco in the Heliodorus Chamber had 
just been completed. It was then that the Dominicans 
of the church of San Domenico Maggiore, at Naples, asked 
Raphael for a Virgin in Glory for their chapel of Crocifisso. 
In this chapel was the crucifix which, according to the 
legend, spoke to St. Thomas Aquinas, and before this 
crucifix those who suffered from ophthalmia came and 
prostrated themselves. Now what was more natural than 
the choice of the young Tobit to speak in such a place to 
the souls of unfortunates threatened with the loss of sight, 
and at what more timely season could hope and faith have 

been awakened in them? Might not God repeat for each = 
' of them the miracle he had performed in Tobit’s favour? re 
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Thus nothing in Raphael’s picture was put in by chance, 
The selection of the personages is subordinate to the sub- 
ject, which in turn is determined by the destination of the 
picture. Everything is linked and bound together in this 
composition, and posterity, that has consecrated it under 
the name of the Virgin of the Fish has instinctively fixed its _ 
aim, its meaning and its true intent. The examination of 

each figure separately will convince us of the logical and 
necessary order of the ideas contained in this adie 

work, ee 
The Virgin with the Infant Jesus, dominating the per 
sonages surrounding her, is the principal figure of the 
picture. Seated and seen almost full-faced, the body about 
three-quarters right towards St. Jerome, and the head three- 
quarters left towards Tobit, she holds her divine Son in 
both arms and seems to be trying to restrain His eagerness 2 


to go to the young Ninevite captive. The reserved atti 
tude of the head, the gaze so calm in its investigation, the 
mouth ready to soften, but still immobile and mute, the — 
prudent movement of the body and the arms, all reveal 
Mary’s hesitation in recognizing the vocation of the 
prophet. This figure, so profoundly human, has some : 
thing of the grandiose dignity of the antique conceptions at 
the same time that it preserves that Christian virginity that 
forces prayer and invites love. Without losing any of the : 
sovereign humility that was hers upon earth, the Virgin’ 













become regally glorious in eternity : she is the 0 
supplex who has said of herself: ‘In me is all 
of life and of virtue.” Her head is beautift 
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broadly developed at the crown, without heaviness below, 
and perfectly smooth in its entire outline. The brow is 
high, noble and full of intelligence; and the hair that crowns 
it is very simply arranged in bands. The eyes, lowered 
upon Tobit, possess great calm and extreme sweetness. 
The form of the eyelids, the curve of the brows and the 
flat part of the nose that prolongs the surface of the fore- 
head are all irreproachable. The mouth is of medium size 
and devoid of all primness. The cheeks, full but not at all 
pasty, present none of those artifices of modelling by which 
the artist, often guided by a seductive nature, arrives at the 
pretty without attaining the beautiful. This face is scru- 
pulously inspired by reality and recalls the highest tradi- 
tions; it is simple, restrained, and touches the sublime by 
suffusing our hearts with the idea of a superhuman kind- 
ness. The pose and adjustment of this figure also con- 
tribute to the same impression. In the position of the 
body, the gesture of the arms and the action of the legs, 
~ everything is full of ease; but the serenity has nothing in it 
to engender monotony, and the idea of the immutable ex- 
pression of fate is the negation of immobility. At the 
same time that the shoulders, drawn by the movement of 
the head, turn to the left towards Tobit, the arms are 
drawn back sharply to the right towards St. Jerome to hold 
back the Infant Jesus. The legs also keep their primitive 
Position with its tendency towards the left, and from this 
double combination results a variety and spontaneity of 
attitude that would have been an obstacle to the majesty. 
of the Virgin if Raphael by a masterly interpretation-had 
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not known how to make the vivacity of a natural move- — 
ment accord with the quietude inseparable from the Virgin | 
in glory. The costume is the simplest that could be 
imagined. A white veil is twined in the hair around a 
tress that encircles the head and forms a diadem; thence it — 
falls upon the shoulders and reaches the breast. Thereis 
nothing to find fault with in the humility of this arrange- 
ment, and yet the art with which the effect has been 
attained is such that no other head-dress could exalt the 
dignity of the Virgin to such a degree. Thus, where 
Leo X.’s too pagan contemporaries found a motive for — 
admiration, even the Old Masters, fond of severity, would : 
have had nothing to do but to applaud. Raphael, ina — 
higher harmony had reconciled the rights of beauty and the 
exigences of faith. A pure blue robe, of a severe cut and 
without any ornament, outlines the arm that is visible, and — 
leaves the neck bare. This robe is for the most part 
covered by a large mantle of stronger blue, which, thrown 


over the knees, envelops all the lower part of the figure, 

and only shows the extremity of the left foot, which is bare 
and of avery beautiful shape. Nothing could be more severe 
or graceful than this whole effect in which the colour isin 
harmony with the simplicity of line. The fresh and 
transparent rose of the flesh and the blonde of the hair are 
in enchanting accord with the white of the veil and the two 
blues of the robe and mantle. A masterly hand, and on 
sure of itself, has broadly disposed rapid effects. that y 
have nothing abrupt in them, and co-ordinated t e 
in accordance with the mysterious laws of the 10 , 
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harmony. The clear and limpid tones almost remind us 
of the tones of fresco. Light is everywhere in this central 
figure on which the spectator’s attention is to be principally 
fixed: it radiates even in the diaphanous shadows through 
which wesee the contours and modelled forms. The draperies 
are disposed with a taste that Raphael himself has rarely 
equalled: they cover all without hiding anything and render 
a strict account of the parts they envelop. There is no 
ornament, nor embroidery of any kind. The idea of 
absolute beauty is born of the sobriety of the colour and 
the grandeur and purity of the lines. We think of Samuel 
Rogers’ Madonna and the Madonna della Tenda, but on 
comparing these with the Virgin of the Fish we find a 
greater nobility and beauty in the latter. What is par- 
ticularly remarkable is that in proportion as Raphael ap- 
proaches perfection and soars towards that impersonal ideal 
by which Antiquity was attracted as he was, he brings more 
heart and soul to'the expression of his idea. In a burst of 
sincere enthusiasm, Vasari has said: ‘¢ Raphael has shown 
what beauty can be put into the face of a Virgin, by giving 
modesty to the eyes, honour to the brow, grace to the nose, 
and virtue to the mouth. No Virgin merits this eulogy 
more than the Virgin of the Fish. And yet it must be com- 
pleted by the addition of the most exquisite of all human 
quality,—kindness ; for one of the most individual and 
permanent traits of Raphael’s Virgins is that they only 
appear to be beautiful because they are good. 

The Infant Jesus completes and explains the intentof 
the picture with a vivacity of expression and a spontaneity 
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of movement that are decisive and irresistible. He recog : 
nizes Tobit as one of his own, and tries to spring towards 

him. While with his left hand and arm reaching backward 
and lying in St. Jerome’s bible he affirms the authenticity : 





of the Scripture, with his right hand extended forward he — 
seems to want to draw Tobit towards him, to hold and | 
caress him. His head also, three quarters right and bent — 
forwards, leans towards Tobit and rests gently against the 
Virgin’s cheek; he wants to influence his Mother and make 
her also decide in favour of the Ninevite captive. All this 
is clearly indicated and no doubt as to Raphael’s intention 
seems possible to us. The countenance of this Infant 
Jesus is serious, serene and, like the Virgin’s, perfectly kind, 
The eyes are bright, and the gaze, benevolent as it is, Ie 
mains full of authority; the nose, mouth and all the fea 
tures are delicately and firmly drawn, and express a truly — 
religious solemnity at the same time as an almost familiar 
sentiment. The naked body is drawn and modelled with 
perfection : it is nature herself with the spontaneity of her — 
movements and her gestures. But what elegance theres 
in the form, and what discernment in the choice of the pre- 
cise moment when the real touches the ideal! The colour , 
is also delightful: it is impossible to imagine a brush more — 
supple, learned, free, scrupulous, or independent. All the 
science and all the taste possible would not suffice for the 
production of such works; genius is required, and Raphael : 
so constantly visited by inspiration has rarely been more 
highly inspired. Here, however, there is none oft fhrat tet 
rible majesty by which Raphael (in the Sistine FEO 
weal 
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makes us see ina little child the arbiter of the world and 
the Sovereign Judge. The Bambino still mingles with man- 
kind, gives himself up naively to them and seeks to subju- 
gate them with love. No trait of severity is revealed in 
him, but all the external signs of sweetness and kindness — 
are in evidence. In order to gain hearts, the Infant Jesus 
dons the simple graces of humanity and to encourage hu- 
man weakness he makes himself really a little child. 

The youthful Tobit, presented and supported by the 
angel, is kneeling at the foot of the Madonna’s throne and 
imploring the Word of God. Nothing can surpass the 
fervour and beauty of these two figures that appear in this 
picture as the exalted image of faith, hope and love. 

Tobit bows at the Madonna’s feet. He is a charming 
youth, viewed in right profile, in an attitude at once re- 
spectful, timid and confiding. His head, very animated 
and very warm in tone, is of rare beauty. Long curls of 
golden blonde fall upon his shoulders. His gaze, raised 
towards the Word is full of light; his lips part, desiring 
but not daring to speak. Gratitude and admiration give an 
expression to the face in which we are forced to recognize 
something more beautiful than nature and more truthful 
than truth itself. The costume is extremely simple. It is 
merely composed of a short tunic of a bright yellow tint, 
the sleeves of which cover the arms to the wrists. The 
legs are bare from the knees down ; the feet are covered 

with sandals tied to green leggings. The left knee rests 
upon the ground and the right leg bends without yet kneel- 
ing. At the same time the left hand is given up to/the ~ 
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hand of the archangel and reaches towards the Infant Jesus, 
while the right hand holds a string by which hangs the 
symbolic fish, Raphael put his whole heart into this de 
lightful figure. It was impossible to borrow less from ac- : 
cessories: the whole charm arises from the purity of the 
lines, the truth of the action and gesture, and the agree- 
ment between the forms and the internal sentiment. Noth- — 
ing can be more modest and less equivocal in intent than 
this youth trembling with happiness and ecstasy in the pres- 
ence of the Virgin and the Son of God. Raphael, always — 
so clean cut in his expression, has never been more clearor — 
precise; he has never painted those timorous souls, of | 
which Dante speaks, that Heaven and Hell alike reject, and : 
he has never reached his goal with more decision than in ; 
this picture. The youthful Tobit is truly “a citizen of the 
Holy City,” veramente del Paradiso; before him we feel : 
penetrated with the religion that has made Hope a virtue. 

The angel possesses a still grander beauty. Seen also 
in right profile, with body bending forwards above Tobit, ; 
and head stretched towards the Virgin, he keeps behind the 
youthful prophet whom with his left hand he presents ee 
the Saviour, pushing him forward with his right hand a 
towards the divine group. The gaze, the mouth and all : 
the features of this face burn with the saintliest ardour, and 
are almost adorable in their adoration. The flesh glows — 
with a lively and almost Venetian colouring. The hair of 
a somewhat dark blonde falls away leaving bare the temples, 
ear and cheek, at the same time rising so as to forma sot 
of flame at the top of the brow. We are remind Be | 
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faces of the Genii created by Classic art, and the very taste 
of profane antiquity, becoming Christian, seems to revive in 
this celestial messenger. The neck, and top of the shoulder, 
left bare by the vestment, are admirably modelled. The 
robe, the sleeves of which reach the wrist, is yellow, but 
|of a deeper tint than that of Tobit; over it is a red tunic, 
that covers the shoulders and lower part of the figure. 
Great grey wings toning into pale blue rise behind the 
head and pass out of the frame. Such an angel as this 
seems to have descended from Heaven and yet is held to 
earth by the most material beauty. The face is so serene, 
it possesses such divine ardour and such real fervour, and 
seems to be almost intoxicated with divine love. Thus 
Raphael translates with sovereign perfection the visions 
that had visited him from his infancy. Here we have one 
of those sexless beings, or rather proceeding from both 
Sexes, possessing the strength of the one and the grace and 
charm of the other, pure reflections of eternal beauty, 
created by the religious sentiment to show us in our own 
image the very image of God. Never has painting pro- 
duced such a beautiful angel as the archangel Raphael 
in the Virgin of the Fish. In this there is a sort of exalta- 
tion of genius, something that elevates the soul above the 
earth and carries it even into the depths of Divinity. 
All the influences ‘united that made Raphael are 
clearly visible in the Virgin of the Fish. In particular, 
Consider the archangel Raphael and the young Tobit: no- 
where has Nature been more scrupulously studied ; nowhere 
also has this study been more discreetly hidden under the 
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Christian idea; and, finally, nowhere can we better com. : 
prehend that Classic learning that has taught Raphael to 
make everything simplification and abstraction in view of 
the principal idea. : 
On the other side of the Madonna, St. Jerome worthily : 
completes the picture; and his strong figure suffices to | 
counterbalance the delicate ones of Tobit and the angel, 
Robed in purple and kneeling on the platform of the Vir 
gin’s throne, he holds in both hands the version of the 
Vulgate and concentrates his whole mind upon the book — 
that the Infant Jesus himself adopts and consecrates, His 
robust and broadly constructed head preserves only a few 
white hairs which wave above his brow and on his temples 
where they join a long beard, equally white, which covers 
his cheeks, lips and chin; and falls to the middle of Ye 
breast. His brow is contracted and reflective; but without 
any effort or anxiety. His attentive gaze is concentrated : 
exclusively upon the Scriptures: although almost lost in 
the beard his mouth is expressive and speaking; andal 
his features are regular and handsome, gentle and kind in 












their strong accentuation. The saint is in full possession 
of the Truth: he penetrates it and is himself illuminated 
by it. The colouring of his face is animated, charming 
and as far removed from weakness as from harshness, Ie 











flecting without any exaggeration something of the warm 
purple glow. Look at the beautiful values exchanged by 
the colour of the head and that of the vesture! Whit 
light, what relief, what a lovely diaphanous shz low = 
by the book on the left hand the fingers of which 2 
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the leaves! This St. Jerome has lived, but he has tri- 
umphed over life; he has suffered but ‘he who has not 
suffered, what does he know?” He has entered alive into 
eternal rest, carrying his robust old age with dignity; and 
of earthly passions he only retains what is necessary for 
genius to testify of its empire. Never had so grand an 
image of this holy person yet been seen, and since Raphael 
Art has made vain attempts to rise as high. 

A great green curtain, raised diagonally from the-right, 
forms a background on which the Virgin and the Infant 
Jesus, the angel Raphael and Tobit stand out. This broad 
and sober note is broken only on the right by a patch of 
sky on which the admirable face of St. Jerome glows with 
greater brilliance. This corner of the firmament, intensely 
blue at the zenith, gradually pales down towards the hori- 
zon. In the distance are outlined vague silhouettes of 
mountains drowned in the blue. St. Jerome, placed 
directly under the light that falls from the sky is the most 
brilliantly illuminated by it. As for the other figures, the 
light only strikes them subdued by the interposition of the 
curtain, However, the Infant Jesus is also almost entirely 
enveloped by the outside air. The difference of light is 
slightly noticeable in passing from the Infant to the Virgin; 
but it becomes sensibly so in passing to the youthful Tobit, 
and still more so with the archangel Raphael. Then the 
shadows deepen gradually, but without thickening or assum- 
ing any obscurity or blackness anywhere, and without any 
darkness shrouding any point, but on the contrary preserv- 
ing a transparence and limpidity through which even the 
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most sombre parts look flooded with light. Nothing can 
be more harmonious than the disposition of the colours in 
this picture. The colouring of the heads is fresh, dazzling, 
and entirely appropriate to the age, character and condition 
of each. The draperies, always of simple shades, preserve 
a perfect equilibrium of tonality with the flesh-tints, and 
form oppositions among themselves of equal softness and | 
sonority. The blue mantle and white veil of the Virgin, 
the two neighbouring yellows of the robes of Tobit and the 
angel, the strong red of St. Jerome’s vesture and the no less 
vivid blue of the sky,—all these different notes, which seem 
exclusive on account of frankness and brilliance, vibrate 
with intensity and especially in harmony, melt into and | 
join one another without any violence, and over these . 
modulations the green curtain is thrown like a deep holding: 
note which serves as a bond for all these parts of the same 
chant. In certain aspects of colour, this picture recalls the 
Foligno Madonna. When we look at it, however, we think 
neither of Giorgione, nor of Sebastiani of Venice, nor of 
anybody whatsoever outside Raphael. Raphael is there 
himself, alone and entire. Others have had a more glaring 
palette, but nobody has had more harmony, tranquillity and 
dignity in his colour. His brush, broad, spontaneous and 
full of decision, is accustomed to the uses of great painting; 
his hand has been familiarized with the simple and rapid 


operations of fresco; and, in the execution of the Virgin 
ast ae 


from the standpoint of colour, such a picture 3s 
compare advantageously with the most beautiful pr 
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of the genius of the exclusively colourist schools. But 
however lovely the colour may be, here it is always only an 
accessory; it makes part of the form, it is inherent in the 
idea, and it is this idea that is truly marvellous in its sim- 
plicity. In his strong virility, Raphael had lost none of 
the native and enchanting qualities of his earliest youth. 
In his most masterly works of the Roman period, we still 
find the Umbrian painter of the Knight’s Dream. Under 
the loveliest forms, his soul here burns with more intensity 
than ever. The time of mysticism had passed away, and 
the internal feeling had never appeared stronger nor more 
eloquent. The Christian idea, in associating itself with 
the beautiful, does not abdicate, it becomes transformed ; 
the great mystery, while investing itself with more har- 
monious colours and better adapted for the pleasure of the 
eyes, loses nothing of its religious and profound meaning. 


Raphael proves this by admirable evidence in the Virgin of 
the Fish, 
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HENRY JOUIN 


DRIENNE LECOUVREDR, Clarion and Rach 
These three names, which with us recall. 
Tragic Muse” in her most brilliant manifestations, uni 
with our neighbours across the English Channel, into 
one name of Mrs. Siddons. This marvellously gifted an 
has no rival in the history of the English theatre. Fe 
over a century, she has been the highest incarnation 
the most powerful personification of the tragedienne’sa 
Her father was Roger Kemble. She was born on Ju 
14th, 1755, at Brecon in Wales. Roger Kemble 
managing a troupe of strolling players there. She immed! 
ately received the name of Sarah. Eleven children were 
born after her; and two of her brothers made the name 
Kemble illustrious. The first was John Philip, both act 
and author, born in Prescot, in 1757, who studied at Do 
and whose successes as a tragedian continued for moreth 
twenty years. His favorite ré/es were Hamlet, Mache 
and Othello. As a dramatic author, he produced no 
but burlesques. John Philip, dying at Lausanne, in 
received the signal tribute of a statue in Westmins 
Abbey. Charles Kemble, much younger, became. 
brated as a comedian. He first saw the light i 
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Brecon, where his father was again established, having 
taken the management of a theatre. Following the 
example of his brother John, he grew up at the college of 
Douai, made his début at Drury Lane in 1794, and then 
took the management of the Covent-Garden theatre, the 
administration of which he kept until 1826. 

The marriage of Mrs. Siddons, which occurred in No- 
vember, 1773, at Coventry, to a young actor in her father’s 
troupe, was not antagonistic to the dramatic vocation of 
her brothers, John Philip and Charles. Roger Kemble, 
the father, had tried to divert his daughter from the theatre, 
and, towards accomplishing this purpose, he had placed her, 
at the age of fifteen, as lady’s maid to a wealthy family of 
Warwickshire. But it was too late. It was not with im- 
punity that Roger Kemble had confided to his daughter 
from her earliest childhood réles of all kinds upon the strolling 
stage that he managed. This was a grave imprudence, or, 
perhaps, an unconscious complicity towards an irresistible 
vocation, Siddons and Sarah Kemble were worthy of each 
other. Both knew how to conquer the esteem and the re- 
spect of their contemporaries by the regularity of their 
lives, no less than by their talents. When just married, 
Mrs. Siddons played in many provincial theatres and rapidly 
acquired her great reputation. Garrick, having heard of 
her, made a contract with her for an engagement at Drury 
Lane, of which he was manager. She played in company 
with the great tragedian; but, not being able to overcome 
her timidity, she was mediocre. A few years of retreat 
and patient study enabled her to triumph over her nerves... 


1§2 MRS. SIDDONS 


She made successive essays at the theatres of Manchester, 
York and Bath. And when she reappeared, in 1782, upon | 
the Covent Garden stage, after the death of Garrick, the — 
perfection of her playing gave her authority and success | 
which never deserted her up to 1818. The réles in which | 
she was illustrious are numberless. Juliet, Ophelia, Portia _ 
in The Merchant of Venice, Marguerite d’Anjou in Edward — 
IV., Constance in King ohn, and, beyond all else, Lady 
Macbeth should be recalled. Mrs. Siddons, much enam- 
oured of her art, studied all the sources and weighed all 
the problems. She left some written notes upon the réleof 
Lady Macbeth which are witnesses of her reflection and 
her high intelligence. She was a tragedienne by vocation, — 
but there is every reason to take into consideration, in re 
gard to her success, the persistent work that she imposed 
upon herself, so that she could penetrate into the genius of — 
the poets that she interpreted. 

What of this? Of what avail is it to name triumphs and — 
enumerate victories? In truth, statistics are very dry, and — 
I beg Mrs. Siddons’s pardon. We can do better by seizing — 
from the pens of her contemporaries some words that will | 
give a just idea of the enchantments and terrors with which — 
the great tragedienne carved out her brilliant path. Lord : 
Byron thus defined Mrs. Siddons in the ré/e of Lady Mac- 
beth: ‘It was something transcending nature; one would 
say that a being of a superior order had descended from @ ; 
high sphere to inspire fear and admiration at the same 
time.” One day some one insisted that Byron should go : 
to see Miss O’Neil, a celebrated actress in the ré/é of Lady 


cand 
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Macbeth: ‘I have seen Siddons; any other spectacle 
would only harm my ideal.’ Doctor Samuel Johnson, the 
arbiter, or rather the tyrant of British opinion for a quarter 
of a century, was profoundly misanthropic. The name of 
Siddons ceaselessly repeated in the London salons wounded 
the ears of the redoubtable doctor, yet notwithstanding, he 
rendered this tribute to the tragedienne: ‘‘ Neither eulogy 
nor fortune, which, ordinarily are a double danger for hu- 
manity, have captured this superior person.” Miss Burney 
thus expresses herself: ‘* Hers is an excellent nature; she 
is always self-possessed. She is calm and modest. Her 
attitude is serious and grave without affectation ; a certain 
coldness, exempt from arrogance, distinguishes her person.” 
Mrs. Thrale, a woman of knowledge, knowing many 
languages, whom Johnson, when he was seventy years of 
age, wanted to marry, alludes to that coldness of which 
Miss Burney speaks. ‘Siddons,” she writes, ‘is at cer- 
tain times, a leaden statue ; but what does it matter, we have 
made her our idol, and she appears to us like a statue of 
gold.” The tragedienne had occasion one day to visit the 
dwelling of Johnson whom Chesterfield qualified as a 
Hottentot and whom M. Valbert called “a crude giant and 
a rude elephant.” Coming under the roof of the publicist, 
she looked around for a chair upon which she might sit 
down. He had none in the place, and Johnson perceived 
the poverty of his furniture. The rude pachyderm, sud- 
denly rendered tame, found this admirable speech for his 
visitor: You see, Madame, whenever you appear seats 
are lacking;” Mme. de Staéi saluted her as “the most: 
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noble of all actresses in her manners.” ‘ Mme. Siddons,” 
she added, “thas the secret of prostrating herself to the 
earth without losing her dignity.” 

What else do I know? It was Walpole who wrote: 


“ Mistress Siddons is always the fashion and, what is rare, 


she is always modest and sensible. She declines all invita- 


tions to the London sa/ons on the pretext that she gives all 


her time to study and to the education of her son.” This 
son was Henry Siddons. He himself became an actor, 
theatrical manager and author. He was twenty-six when 


he played the ré/e of Hamlet. And his mother wroteto — 
Mrs. Inchbald: ‘ How sweet it is to me to see the talent — 


of my dear Henry appreciated! I believe his talent is real 


and indeed very remarkable. But it all seems a dream to 


me. I am trembling and impatient to learn the effect of — 
his Hamlet. It is almost a mad undertaking for sucha — 
youth to appear in a ré/e played for so long and in so per | 


fect a style by his Uncle John. Let us pray God that he 
will succeed. Adieu, dear Muse!” 


Mistress Siddons was the object of requests from the ~ 


painters of her day. Reynolds has left a celebrated pot- 
trait of this great actress known under the name of the 
Tragic Muse. Mistress Thrale tells us that Siddons het- 
self chose the pose that Reynolds preserved in his composi- 
tion. The tragedienne is sitting in an antique chair, the 
head erect and lightly turned towards the shoulder, as if 
listening to a discourse that an invisible interlocutor is 
pronouncing. Her foot rests upon a stool and she appeals 


as if in the clouds. It is theosis rather than oot 
an apotheo abe 4 
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trait. ‘I will not lose the opportunity,” said Reynolds, 
“to transmit my name to posterity by not inscribing it 
upon the fringe of your robe.” And he actually did this. 
You can read the painter’s signature and the date 1783 
upon the gold border of the drapery that covers the knees 
of the Tragic Muse. The original work is in Grosvenor 
Gallery. A copy by Reynolds, signed and dated 17809, is 
in Dulwich College. Romney and Lawrence also painted _ 
the portrait of Mistress Siddons. But their canvases 
did not have the success of Reynolds’s. However, ac- 
cording to the opinion of Leslie and Tom Taylor, biogra- 
phers of the painter of the Tragic Muse, Reynolds was 
outdistanced by Gainsborough in the interpretation of Mrs. 
Siddons’s features. With the former, the model and the 
pose are apparent; with the second, nature is not on her 
guard, and allows herself to be surprised. Mrs. Siddons 
was twenty-nine when Gainsborough obtained permission 
to paint her portrait. It was in 1784. She is in street 
costume, sitting, at half-length, and seen nearly in profile ; 
a dress of blue and white stripes, a shawl with golden re- 
flections envelops the slender body of this young woman; 
and a black hat, surmounted with a feather of the same 
colour, is placed on the head and brings out the dead white- 
ness of the face; the eye, with its penetrating expression, 
looks into space and seems disdainful of the spectator’s 
admiration. The resolution, the. character and also the 
gteat tranquillity of the soul, and a self-possession that 
nothing can disturb distinguishes this severe and quiet 
image. Visitors to the National Gallery remain spell- 


| 
bound by the facility that the painter has shown in this : 
picture. It does not*eem as if Gainsborough paid the | 
slightest heed to his method in acquitting himself of this 
task. He took however, serious care to render with a 
rigorous truthfulness the accentuated features of his model, _ 
The head of Mrs. Siddons had its peculiarities. A speech 
of the painter proves this. One day after he had worked 
for a long while without saying a word: “ Damn your nose, 
madame,” he cried suddenly, “there is no end to it: itis 
one of the characteristic features of your face. The mouth 
is also very peculiar.” ‘You mean to say the jawbone,” 
replied Mrs. Siddons, laughing ; “I have the Kemble jaw- 
bone; it is not less celebrated than that of Samson,” 
This dialogue shows us the wit that the tragedienne en- 
joyed. Whatever opinion she had of her face, it is not to 
be despised. Gainsborough has, moreover, perpetuated it at 
a propitious moment. In reality, during the period of her 
youth, the tragic mask of the actress, too prematurely ac- 
cented, was not without harshness. Towards the approach 
of her thirtieth year, all inequalities and all violence had 
disappeared, and it was really in the hour of her full beauty 
that Reynolds and his rival fixed upon their canvases the 
_ radiant image of the tragedienne and the woman. 
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THE NATIVITY 
(Botticelli) ; 


COSMO MONKHOUSE 


F all the artists of the Fifteenth Century, there was 

no one who more fully exercised his imaginative 
faculty than Sandro Filipepi, generally called Botticelli, and 
no one who more fully represents the spirit of the Renais- 
sance. He was a great church painter, infusing his own 
strong and abundant life into the oft-repeated themes of 
ecclesiastical art. Like his master, Lippi, he conceived 
them over again, but in a still more romantic spirit, and 
with a vigour and energy unknown before. But his imagi- 
nation was also captured by the poetic legends of the 
ancient pagan world, and by the romantic inventions of his 
own countrymen. If not the first to choose subjects from 
the poets of Greece and Rome, he was the first to illustrate 
a modern one. His designs-to the Divina Commedia (once 
in the possession of Lord Ashburnham, but now in the 
museum of Berlin) show how thoroughly he was affected 
by the spirit of Dante. Some of the most original motives 
in his great altar-pieces can be traced to the influence of 
the great poem on his imagination, and he not only illus- 
trated but annotated it. He painted pictures also from the 


tales of Boccaccio. 
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The pictures by Botticelli in the National Gallery illus- | 
trate many sides of his genius, if they do not show its full 
range. The largest, the Assumption of the Virgin (No, 
1126), is original and grand in its conception, the wide ex- 
panse of sky being filled with great zones of the angelic 
hierarchy and all the company of heaven, while below, and 
behind the figures of the Apostles who stand round the 
Virgin’s tomb, we see the valley of the Arno, with the city 
of Florence and another town. The wonderful energy of — 
the angels and the boldness of the design attest the inven 
tion of Botticelli, and its history from the date it left that 
artist’s bottega is complete; but it is thought by some to 
have been executed by his pupils, and in any case it is too 
much damaged to be, in its present state, a satisfactory ex- 
ample of his skill, This picture is supposed to have been — 
painted about 1472, or when the painter was about twenty- 3 
six, and is therefore a striking witness of the reputation he — 
acquired at an early age, especially if his position was SO 
secure that he could afford to leave the execution of so im | 
portant a work in the hands of his pupils. 

As Matteo Palmieri, who had written a poem some E 

‘in the manner of Dante, was a friend of Botticelli, it does 4 
not appear probable that the artist would have spared any ; 
personal pains in the execution of this picture; but how- 
ever that may be, it is satisfactory to feel assured that 0 
kind of doubt exists as to the hand which executed tl 
smaller but more interesting and_ beautiful works ee 
hangs near it to the left, on the east wall. : 







1It has now ne removed to Room I. 
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The Nativity (No. 1034), is “signed all over.” From the 
inscription upon it, it appears to have been painted in the 
year 1500, or nearly thirty years after The Assumption ; and 
though Botticelli lived till 1510, there is no work from his 
hand to which a later date has been assigned. In this 
picture we see that intensity of feeling, which is the pecul- 
iar characteristic of Botticelli, strained to its highest pitch. 
It does not need the inscription upon it to tell us that it 
was produced under great excitement. The fervour of the 
still Madonna, as she kneels before the Child; the extra- 
ordinary nervous tension which the artist has managed to 
suggest in the seated figure of Joseph; the rapture of the 


angels below at meeting their redeemed friends; the ardour 


. 


of the angels at the sides, who introduce the awestricken : 
shepherds and kings; and, finally, the wild ecstasy of the 
angels above as they dance around the throne, present such 
a picture of highly wrought emotion as even Botticelli him- 
self has never equalled. Between the execution of the two 
pictures he had lived his life, a life of which we know 
little, except what we can learn from his works; but that 
is sufficient evidence that he had felt and probably suffered 
more than most men. His youth, we know, was one of 
temarkable success. After the death of his master, Lippi, 


“he was reckoned, according to Vasari, the best painter in 


Florence. A few years after he painted The Assumption 
(the date assigned is 1481), he was summoned to Rome by 
Sixtus IV., to take part in the decoration of the famous 
chapel which the Pope had built in 1473. Here his asso- 


Ciates were the most celebrated artists of Florence and =~ 
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Umbria—Signorelli, Perugino, Cosmo Rosselli, and Ghir. | 
landajo, and it is said that Sandro was appointed to super 
intend the whole of the decorative works. His frescoes : 
there of the History of Moses, the Temptation, and the : 
Destruction of Korah, are full of his fiery spirit and deserve | 
to be more generally known and studied than they are, 
They are of much interest in connection with the two 
pictures with which we are at present concerned, as they _ 
are about equi-distant in date between them, and combine — 
much of the exaggerated gesture of the latter, with groups 
as calm and dignified as the Apostles in The Assumption. 

From the inscription on The Nativity it would appear that 
the painter was suffering from strong religious excitement. 
It was painted under the conviction that the devil was then : 
let loose for three years and a half, as foretold in the Reve- 
lation of S. John, and in glorious expectation of the time 
when he should again be chained and trodden down. As 
Botticelli was one of the most fervent followers of Savon- 
arola, and the picture was painted but two years after the 
burning of the Dominican and the downfall of that short 
lived “Kingdom of Christ,” which he endeayoured to 
establish in Florence, it is only reasonable to conclude that 
this vision of the triumph of the Redeemer was the flash of : 
an imagination still inflamed with the fierce enthusiasm of ; 
those unforgotten days; a reaction from a terrible disap- 
pointment; a prophecy of the near fulfilment of his hopes 
It is also probable that such a man, convinced by the teach f 
ing of the monk, that all his pictures, or at least-all those 
inspired by pagan feeling, like the Mars and J ee 
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Room I., were worthy only of the flames, should, as Vasari 
tells us, have renounced painting and fallen into distress. 
In no way opposed to this theory that Botticelli should 
have painted this particular picture, nor even that he should 
have served, in 1503, on a committee appointed to select a 
site for Michael Angelo’s statue of David. ‘There appears 
to be no doubt of the poverty of his later years, nor of the 
support which he received from his old patrons the Medici, 
and other friends, until his death in 1510. 








ST. GEORGE AND THE DRAGON 
( Carpaccio) 


JAMES REDDIE ANDERSON 


HE first picture on the left hand as we enter the 

chapel shows St. George on horseback, in battle with 

the Dragon. Other artists, even Tintoret! are of opinion 

that the Saint rode a white horse. The champion of Purity 

must, they hold, have been carried to victory by a charger 
ethereal and splendid as a summer cloud. Carpaccio be- 
lieved that his horse was a dark brown. He knew that this | 
colour is generally the mark of greatest strength and en- 
durance; he had no wish to paint here an ascétic’s victory — 
over the flesh. St. George’s warring is in the world, and 

for it; he is the enemy of its desolation, the guardian of 
its peace; and all vital force of the lower Nature he shall _ 
have to bear him into battle; submissive indeed to the sput, 
bitted and bridled for obedience, yet honourably decked 
with trappings whose studs and bosses are fair carven faces. 
But though of colour Prosaically useful, this horse has@ 
deeper kinship with the air, Many of the ancient histories 
and vase-paintings tell us that Perseus, when he saved 
Andromeda, was mounted on Pegasus. Look now here at 
the mane and tail, Swept still back upon the wind, though 






_ In the anti-chapel of the Ducal Palace. 
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already the passionate onset has been brought to sudden 
pause in that crash of encounter. Though the flash of an 
earthly fire be in his eye, its force in his limbs—though the 
clothing of his neck be Chthonian thunder—this steed is 
brother, too, to that one, born by farthest ocean wells, 
whose wild mane and sweeping wings stretch through the 
firmament as light is breaking over earth. More; these 
masses of billowy hair tossed upon the breeze of heaven 
are set here for a sign that this, though but one of the 
beasts that perish, has the roots of his strong nature in the 
power of heavenly life, and is now about His business who 
is Lord of heaven and Father of men. The horse is thus, 
as we shall see, opposed to certain other signs, meant for 
our learning, in the dream of horror round this monster’s 
den. 

St. George, armed to his throat, sits firmly in the saddle. 
All the skill gained in a chivalric youth, all the might of a 
soldier’s manhood, he summons for this strange tourney, 
stooping slightly and gathering his strength as he drives the 
speat-point straight between his enemy’s jaws. His face is 
very fair, at once delicate and powerful, well-bred in the 
fullest bearing of the words; a Plantagenet face in general 
type, but much refined. The lower lip is pressed upwards, 
the brow knit, in anger and disgust partly, but more in care 
—and care not so much concerning the flight’s ending, as 


‘This cloudlike effect is through surface rubbing perhaps more marked 
now than Carpaccio intended, but must always have been most noticeable. 
It Produces a very striking resemblance to the Pegasus or the Ram of 

us on Greek vases. 
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that this thrust in it shall now be rightly dealt. His hair 
flows in bright golden ripples, strong as those of a great 
spring whose up-welling waters circle through some clea 
pool, but it breaks at last to float over brow and shouldes 
in tendrils of living light.1 Had Carpaccio been aware that 














St. George and Perseus are, in this deed, one; had he even 
held, as surely as Professor Miller finds reason to do, that | 
at first Perseus was but the sun in his strength—for very 

name, being called “the Brightly-Burning ”—this glorious 
head could not have been, more completely than it is, made 
the centre of light in the picture. In Greek works of att, 


as a rule, Perseus, when he rescues Andromeda, continues — 


to wear the peaked Phrygian cap, dark helmet of Hades! | 


4 


by whose virtue he moved, invisible, upon Medusa through 





coiling mists of dawn. Only after victory might he unveil : 
his brightness. But about George from the first is m0 
shadow. Creeping thing of keenest eye shall not see that | 
splendour which is so manifest, nor with guile spring upon 
it unaware, to its darkening. Such knowledge alone forthe 
dragon—dim sense as of a horse with its rider, moving 0 
the fatal lair, hope, pulseless,—not of heart, but of talon | 
and maw—that here is yet another victim, then only bee 
tween his teeth that keen lance-point, thrust far before he 
Holy Apparition at whose rising the Power of the Vision 
of Death waxes faint and drops those terrible wings that 
bore under their shadow, not healing but wounds for met 
The spear pierces the base of the i pent 







pall ome 
? At his martyrdom St. George was hung up by his hairto bails —_ 
* Given by Hermes (Chthonios). 
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point penetrating right through and standing out at the back 
of the head just above its junction with the spine. The 
shaft breaks in the shock between the dragon’s jaws. This 
shivering of St. George’s spear is almost always emphasized 
in pictures of him—sometimes, as here, in act, oftener by 
position of the splintered fragments prominent in the fore- 
ground.! This is no tradition of ancient art, but a purely 
medizval incident, yet not, I believe, merely the vacant re- 
production of a sight become familiar to the spectator of 
tournaments. The spear was type of the strength of hu- 
man wisdom. This checks the enemy in his attack, sub- 
dues him partly, yet is shattered, having done so much, and 
of no help in perfecting the victory or in reaping its reward 
of joy. But at the Saint’s “loins, girt about with truth,” 
there hangs his holier weapon—the Sword of the Spirit, 
which is the Word of God. 

The Dragon? is bearded like a goat,’ and essentially a 
thorny creature. Every ridge of his body, wings, and head, 
bristles with long spines, keen, sword-like, of an earthy 
brown colour or poisonous green. But the most truculent- 
looking of all is a short, strong hooked one at the back of 
his head, close to where the spear-point protrudes.‘ 


1See Raphael’s picture facing page 34.—E. S. 

*It should be noticed that St. George’s Dragon is never human-headed, 
as often St. Michael’s. 

*So the Theban dragon on a vase, to be afterwards referred to. 

*I do not know the meaning of this here. It bears a striking resem- 
blance to the crests of the dragon of Triptolemus on vases. These crests 
signify primarily the springing blade of corn. That, here, has become 

e iron, ‘ 
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These thorns are partly the same vision—though seen with 
even clearer eyes, dreamed by a heart yet more tender—g 
Spenser saw in the troop of urchins coming up with the 
host of other lusts against the Castle of Temperance, 
They are also symbolic as weeds whose deadly growth 
brings the power of earth to waste and chokes its good, 
These our Lord of spiritual husbandmen must for prelimi- 
nary task destroy. The agricultural process consequent 
on this first step in tillage we shall see in the next picture, 
whose subject is the triumph of the ploughshare sword, a5 
the subject of this one is the triumph of the pruning-hook 
spear. To an Italian of Carpaccio’s time, further, spines 
—etymologically connected in Greek and Latin, as in 
English, with the backbone—were an acknowledged symbol 
of the lust of the flesh, whose defect the artist has here set 
himself to paint. The mighty coiling tail, as of a giant 
eel,’ carries out the portraiture. For this, loathsome as the 
body is full of horror, takes the place of the snails ranked 
by Spenser in line beside his urchins. Though the mon- 


ster, half-rampant, rises into air, turning claw and spike and 

tooth towards St. George, we are taught by this grey abomi- 
Nation twisting in the slime of death that the threatened 
destruction is to be dreaded not more for its horror than for | 
its shame. ? 
* Behind the dragon lie, naked, with dead faces tured — 


heavenwards, two corpses—a youth’s and a girl’s, eaten 7 
| 
‘ 

'Tke eel was Venus’s selected beast-shape in the “ Flight of th the po 


Boccaccio has enlarged upon the significance of this. Geni if 
One learns from other sources that a tail was often symbol of 
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away from the feet to the middle, the flesh hanging at the 
waist in loathsome rags torn by the monster’s teeth. The 
man’s thigh and upper-arm bones snapped across and 
sucked empty of marrow, are turned to us for special 
sign of this destroyer’s power. ‘The face, foreshortened, is 
drawn by death and decay into the ghastly likeness of an 
ape’s.' The girl’s face—seen in profile—is quiet and still 
beautiful; her long hair is heaped as for a pillow under her 
head. It does not grow like St. George’s, in living ripples, 
but lies in fantastic folds, that have about them a savour, 
not of death only, but of corruption. For all its pale gold 
they at once carry back one’s mind to Turner’s Pytho, 
where the arrow of Apollo strikes him in the midst, and, 
piercing, reveals his foulness. Round her throat cling a 
few torn rags, these only remaining of the white garment 
that clothed her once. Carpaccio was a diligent student 
of ancient mythology. Boccaccio’s very learned book on 
the Gods was the standard classical dictionary of those days 
in Italy. It tells us how the Cyprian Venus—a mortal 
princess in reality, Boccaccio holds—to cover her own 
disgrace led the maidens of her country to the sea-sands, 
and, stripping them there, tempted them to follow her in 


1In the great Botticelli of the National Gallery, known as Mars and 
Venus, but almost identical with the picture drawn afterwards by Spenser 
of the Bower of Acrasia, the sleeping youth wears an expression, though 
less Strongly marked, very similar to that of this dead face here. Such 
brutish paralysis is with scientific accuracy made special to the male. It 
may be noticed that the power of venomously wounding, expressed by 
Carpaccio through the Dragon’s spines, is in the Botticelli signified by 


3 Swarm of hornets issuing from the tree-trunk by the young man’s 
ead, 
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shame. I suspect Carpaccio had this story in his mind, 


and meant here to reveal in true dragon aspect the Venus 


that once seemed fair, to show by this shore the fate of 
them that follow her. It is to be noticed that the dead 
man is an addition made by Carpaccio to the old story, 
Maidens of the people, the legend-writers knew, had been 
sacrificed before the Princess; but only he, filling the tale 
—like a cup of his country’s fairly fashioned glass—full 
of the wine of profitable teaching, is aware that men have 
often come to these yellow sands to join there in the dance 
of death—not only, nor once for all, this Saint who clasped 
hands with Victory. Two ships in the distance—one — 
stranded, with rigging rent or fallen, the other moving 
prosperously with full sails on its course—symbolically — 
repeat this thought.! : 

Frogs clamber about the corpse of the man, lizards — 
about the woman. Indeed for shells and creeping things 
this place where strangers lie slain and unburied would 
have been to the good Palissy a veritable and valued 
potter’s field. But to every one of these cold and scaly 
creatures a special symbolism was attached by the science 
—not unwisely dreaming—of Carpaccio’s day. They af — 
each one, painted here to amplify and press home the pic- 
ture’s teaching. These lizards are born of a dead man’s — 
flesh, these snakes of his marrow :? and adders, the most : 
venomous, are still only lizards ripened witheringly 

1The many fall, the one succeeds, 


? The “silver cord” not “loosed” in God’s peace, 
quickened, 
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loathsome flower into poisonous fruit. The frogs'—sym- 
bols, Pierius tells us, of imperfection and shamelessness— 
are in transfigured form those Lycian husbandmen whose 
foul words mocked Latona, whose feet defiled the wells of 
water she thirsted for, as the veiled mother painfully jour- 
neyed with those two babes on her arm, of whom one 
should be Queen of Maidenhood, the other, the Lord of 
Light, and Guardian of the Ways of Men. . This subtle 
association between batrachians and love declining to sense 
lay very deep in the Italian mind. In Ariadne Florentina 
there are two engravings from Botticelli of Venus, as a 
star floating through heaven and as foam-born rising from 
the sea. Both pictures are most subtly beautiful, yet in the 
former the lizard likeness shows itself distinctly in the face, 
and a lizard’s tail appears in manifest form as pendulous 
crest of the chariot, while in the latter not only contours 
of profile and back,? but the selected attitude of the god- 
dess, bent and half emergent, with hand resting not over 
firmly upon level shore irresistibly recall a frog. 

In the foreground, between St. George and the Dragon, 
a spotted lizard labours at the task set by Sisyphus in hell 
for ever. Sisyphus, the cold-hearted and shifty son of 
Aolus, stained in life by nameless lust, received his mock- 
ing doom of toil, partly for his treachery—winning this * 
only in the end,—partly because he opposed the divine 
conception of the Afacid race; but above all, as penalty 


Compare the “unclean spirits come out of the mouth of the are 
in Revelation. 


*Compare the account of the Frog’s hump, Ariadne Florentina, p. 93- 
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for the attempt to elude the fate of death “that is ap. 
pointed alike for all,” by refusal for his own body of that 
“sowing in corruption,” against which a deeper furrow is 
prepared by the last of husbandmen with whose labour each 
of us has on earth to do. Then finding that Carpaccio 
has had in his mind one scene of Tartarus, we may believe 
the corpse in the background, torn by carrion-birds, to be 
not merely a meaningless incident of horror but a reminis- 
cence of enduring punishment avenging upon Tityus the 
insulted purity of Artemis.’ 

The coiled adder is the familiar symbol of eternity, here 
meant either to seal for the defeated their fate as final, or 
to hint with something of Turner’s sadness, that this isa 
battle not gained “‘ once for ever” and “ for all,” but to be 
fought anew by every son of man, while, for each, defeat 
shall be deadly, and victory still most hard, though an 
armed Angel of the Victory of God be our marshal and 
leader in the contest. A further comparison with Turner 
is suggested by the horse’s skull between us and St. George. 
A similar skeleton is prominent in the corresponding part 
of the foreground in the “ Jason” of the Liber Studiorum. 
But Jason clambers to victory on foot, allows no charger to 
bear him in the fight. Turner, more an antique Helene 
than a Christian prophet, had, as all the greatest among the 


Greeks, neither vision nor hope of any more perfect union — 


between lower and higher nature by which that inferior 


creation, groaning now with us in pain, should cease t be 


Or, as the story is otherwise given, of the mother of rtemis 
the case of the Lycian peasants above. wall sg | 
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type of the mortal element, which seems to shame our soul 
as basing it in clay, and, with that element, become a 
temple-platform, lifting man’s life to heaven.' 

With Turner’s adder, too, springing immortal from the 
Python’s wound, we cannot but connect this other adder 
of Carpaccio’s issuing from the white skull of a great snake. 
Adders, according to an. old fancy, were born from the 
jaws of their living mother. Supernatural horror attaches 
to this symbolic one, writhing out from between the teeth 
of the ophidian death’s-head. And the plague, not yet 
fully come forth, but already about its father’s business, 
venomously fastens on a frog, type of the sinner whose 
degradation is but the beginning of punishment. So soon 
the worm that dies not is also upon him—in its fang 
Circean poison to make the victim one with his plague, as 
in that terrible circle those, afflicted, whom “ vita bestial 
piacque e non humana.” 

Two spiral shells? lie on the sand, in shape related to 
each other as frog to lizard, or as Spenser’s urchins, spoken 
of above, to his snails. One is round and short, with 


1 Pegasus and the immortal horses of Achilles, born like Pegasus by the 
ocean wells, are always to be recognized as spiritual creatures—not as St. 
George’s horse here—earthly creatures, though serving and manifesting 
divine power. Compare, too, the fate of Argus (Homer, Od., XVIL.). 
In the great Greek philosophies, similarly, we find a realm of formless 
shadow eternally unconquered by sacred order, offering a contrast to the 
modern systems which aim at a unity to be reached, if not by reason, at 
least by what one may not inaccurately call an act of faith. 

2 Ovid associates shells with the enemy of Andromeda, but regarding it 
aS a very ancient and fishlike monster, plants them on his back—* es 
cavis super obsita conchis.’—Ovid Met. 1V., 724. 
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smooth viscous-looking lip, turned over, and lying towards 
the spectator. The other is finer in form, and of a kind 
noticeable for its rows of delicate spines. But, since the 
dweller in this one died, the waves of many a long-fallen 
tide rolling on the shingle have worn it almost smooth, as 
you may see its fellows to-day by hundreds along Lido 
shore. Now such shells were, through heathen ages in- 
numerable and over many lands, holy things, because of 
their whorls moving from left to right’ in some mysterious 
sympathy, it seemed, with the sun in his daily course 
through heaven. Then as the open clam-shell was special 
symbol of Venus, so these became of the Syrian Venus, 
Ashtaroth, Ephesian Artemis, queen, not of purity but of 
abundance, Myletta, ‘ rg zor’ gory, the many named and 
widely worshipped. In Syrian figures still existing she 
bears just such a shell in her hand. Later writers, with 
whom the source of this symbolism was forgotten, ac- 
counted for it, partly by imaginative instinct, partly by 
fanciful invention concerning the nature and way of life 
of these creatures. But there is here yet a further refer- 
ence, since from such shells along the Syrian coast was — 
crushed out, sea-purple and scarlet, the juice of the Tyrian 
dye. And the power of sensual delight throned in the chief 
places of each merchant city, decked her “stately bed” De 
with coverings whose tincture was the slain of that bap- 
tism.? The shells are empty now, devoured—lizards on 

In India, for the same reason, one of the leading marks of the Bud- 5 
dha’s perfection was his hair, thus spiral. Lay re 

* The purple of Lydda was famous. Compare Fors Cragg 8 4 
1876, p. 2, and Deucalion, § 39. = arp | 
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land or sea-shore are ever to such “ inimiassimum genus”? — 
or wasted in the deep. For the ripples that have thrown 
and left them on the sand are a type of the lusts of men, 
that leap up from the abyss, surge over the shore of life, 
and fall in swift ebb, leaving desolation behind. 

Near the coiled adder is planted a withered human head. 
The sinews and skin of ‘the neck spread, and clasp the 
ground—as a zoophyte does its rock—in hideous mimicry 
of an old tree’s knotted roots. Two feet and legs torn off 
by the knee, lean on this head, one against the brow and 
the other behind. The scalp is bare and withered. These 
things catch one’s eye on the first glance at the picture, 
and though so painful are made thus prominent as giving 
the key to a large part of its symbolism. Later Platonists— 
and among them those of the Fifteenth Century,—de- 
veloped from certain texts in the Timzus a doctrine con- 
cerning the mystical meaning of hair, which coincides with 
its significance to the vision of early (pre-Platonic) Greeks. 
As a tree has its roots in earth, and set thus, must patiently 
abide, bearing such fruit as the laws of nature may appoint, 
so man, being of other family—these dreamers belonged to 
a very “pre-scientific epoch ”—has his roots in heaven, 
and has the power of moving to and fro over the earth for 
service to the Law of Heaven, and as sign of his free 
descent. Of the diviner roots the hair is visible type. 
Plato tells us, that of innocent, light-hearted men, “ whose 
thoughts were turned heavenward,” but “ who imagined in 
their simplicity that the clearest demonstration of things 
above was to be obtained by sight ” the race of birds had” 
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being, by change of external shape into due harmony with 
the soul (« yeteppuduifero”)—such persons growing feathers 
instead of hair.'. We have in Dante,? too, an inversion of 
tree nature parallel to that of the head here. The tree, 
with roots in air, whose sweet fruit is, in Purgatory, 
alternately to gluttonous souls, temptation, and purifying 
punishment—watered, Landino interprets, by the descend- 
ing spray of Lethe—signifies that these souls have for- 
gotten the source and limits of earthly pleasure, seeking 
vainly in it satisfaction for the hungry and immortal spirit, 
So here, this blackened head of the sensual sinner is rooted 
to earth, the sign of strength drawn from above is stripped 
from off it, and beside it on the sand are laid, as in hideous 
mockery, the feet that might have been beautiful upon the 
mountains. Think of the woman’s body beyond, and then 
of the head—* Instead of a girdle, a rent; and instead of 
well-set hair, baldness.” The worm’s brethren, the 
Dragon’s elect, wear such shameful tonsure, unencircled 
by the symbolic crown; prodigal of life, “ resurgeranno,” 
from no quiet grave, but from this haunt of horror, “cocrin 
mozzi”’*—in piteous witness of wealth ruinously cast 
away. Then compare, in light of the quotation from 
Plato above, the dragon’s thorny plumage; compare, too, 
the charger’s mane and tail, and the rippling glory that 


1The most devoid of wisdom were stretched on earth, becoming foot- 
less and creeping things, or sunk as fish in the sea. So, we saw Venus’ 
chosen transmigration was into the form of an eel—other autho 


of a fish. mara | es 
* Dante, Purg., XXII, XXIII. oy 


3 Dante, Znf, VII., 57. Purg. XXIL., 46. ales pf 
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crowns St. George. It is worth while, too, to have in mind 
the words of the “‘ black cherub” that had overheard the 
treacherous counsel of Guido de Montefeltro. From the 
moment it was uttered, to that of the sinner’s death, the evil 
spirit says, stato gli sono a crini” *—lord of his fate. 
Further, in a Venetian series of engravings, illustrating 
Dante (published 1491), the fire-breathings of the Dragon 
on Cacus’ shoulders transform themselves into the Cen- 
taur’s femininely flowing hair, to signify the inspiration of 
his forceful fraud. This “power on the head” he has 
because of such an angel.? When we consider the Princess 
we shall find this symbolism yet further carried, but just 
now have to notice how the closely connected franchise of 
graceful motion, lost to the dishonoured ones, is marked by 
the most carefully painted bones lying on the left—a thigh- 
bone dislocated from that of the hip, and then thrust 
through it. Curiously, too, such dislocation would in life 
produce a hump, mimicking fairly enough in helpless dis- 
tortion that one to which the frog’s leaping power is due. ° 

Centrally in the foreground is set the skull, perhaps of 
an ape, but more probably of an ape-like man, “with fore- 
head villanous low.” This lies so that its eye-socket looks 
out, as it were, through the empty eyehole of a sheep’s 
skull beside it. When man’s vision has become ovine 
merely, it shall at last, even of grass, see only such bitter 
and dangerous growth as our husbandman must reap with a 
spear from a dragon’s wing. 


‘Dante, Zzf,, XXVIL. 2 Dante, Juf., XXV.1 | 
3 Ariadne Florentina, Lect. II, p. 93. 
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The remaining minor words of this poem in a forgotten 
tongue I cannot definitely interpret. The single skull with 
jaw-bone broken off, lying under the dragon’s belly, fails to 
be mentioned afterwards. The ghastly heap of them, 
crowned by a human mummy, withered and brown,! be- 
side the coil of the dragon’s tail, seem meant merely to add 
general emphasis to the whole. The mummy, (and not 
this alone in the picture) may be compared with Spenser's 
description of the Captain of the Army of Lusts:— 


«* His body lean and meagre as a rake, 
And skin all withered like a dried rock, 
Thereto as cold and dreary as a snake. 
* * * * * * 
Upon his head he wore a helmet light, 
Made of a dead man’s skull, that seemed a ghastly sight.” 


The row of five palm trees behind the dragon’s head 
perhaps refers to the kinds of temptation over which 
Victory must be gained, and may thus be illustrated by the 
five troops that in Spenser assail the seven senses, or beside 
Chaucer’s five fingers of the hand of lust. It may be 
observed that Pliny speaks of the Essenes—preceders of the 


Christian Hermits—who had given up the world and its 


joys as “ gens socia palmarum.,” * 


Behind the dragon, in the far background, is a great 
city. Its walls and towers are crowded by anxious spect 


tors of the battle. There stands in it, on a lofty pedestals 






1The yenom of the stellio, a spotted species of lizard, em! le 
_ shamelessness, was held to cause blackening of the face. 
® Pliny, Hist. Nat., V., 17. 
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the equestrian statue of an emperor on horseback, perhaps 
placed there by Carpaccio for sign of Alexandria, perhaps 
merely from a Venetian’s pride and joy in the great figure 
of Colleone recently set up in his city. In the background 
of the opposite (St. George’s) side of the picture rises a 
precipitous hill, crowned by a church. The cliffs are 
waveworn, an arm of the sea passing between them and 
the city. 

Of these hieroglyphics, only the figure of the princess 
now remains for our reading. “The expression on her face, 
ineffable by descriptive words! is translated into more 
tangible symbols by the gesture of her hands and arms. 
These repeat, with added grace and infinitely deepened 
meaning, the movement of maidens who encourage 
Theseus or Cadmus in their battle with monsters on many 
a Greek vase. They have been clasped in agony and 
prayer, but are now parting—still just a little doubtfully— 
into a gesture of joyous gratitude to this captain of the 
army of salvation and to the captain’s Captain. Raphael? 
has painted her running from the scene of battle. Even 
with Tintoret ° she turns away for flight; and if her hands 
are raised to heaven, and her knees fall to the earth, it is 
More that she stumbles in a woman’s weakness, than that 

"Suppose Caliban had conquered Prospero, and fettered him in a fig- 
tree or elsewhere; that Miranda, after watching the struggle from the 
cave, had seen him coming triumphantly to seize her; and that the first 
*ppearance of Ferdinand is, just at that moment, to her rescue. If we 
conceive how she would have looked then, it may give some parallel to 
the €xpression on the princess’s face in this picture, but without a certain 


light of patient devotion here well marked. 
* Louvre, 3 National Gallery... . 


